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PREFACE. 



FuuK early letters from Atenslile to Mr. Dyson 
are for the firot time printed in the foUowing 
Memoir. They are very charaeteristiu of the 
writer, and valuable as correcting some erroneous 
statements of his biographers. 

For transcripts of these interesting papers, and 
for several other less unportant communications, 
I am indehted to the kindneso of J. Dyson, Esq. 
of Newgrove, Petworth, the son of Akenside's 
excellent friend and patron. 

Every poem which could he trace'T. to the 
autlior'i pen has been inserted in the present 
volume. 

ALEXAN13EE DYCE. 
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LITE OP AKENSIDE." 



BY THE KBV. ALEXA.NDBE DYCE. 

Mask Akbnside^ was bom at Newcastle-upon- 
Tyne, November 9th, 1721, and was baptized on 
the 30th of tke same month by the minister of a 
meeting-house, which his parents used to frequent.' 
His father, Mark, was a respectable butcher. His 
mother's m^den name was Mary Lumsden. He 
was tbeir second son. It is said that in after-life 
he was ashamed of the lowness of his birth, which 

1 During the earlier years of his life, the poet spelt his 
name, both on the tiUe-pagafl of hia publications and in his 
letters, JMmi^e; but at a later period he adopted the form 
Aheaside. 

3 "Mark Akenside, bora the 9th November, 1721; bap- 
tized y BOBi of the same month by the Eev. Mr. Baiyarain 
ZeDaeV ^Hiitory of Newcaalle, a. 6i&, by Brand, who adds; 
"The above yas oommunioated by Mr. Addison, glsaiac at 
Newoaslla-npon-Tyne, who maried Dr. Akensida's siatar, and 
is in possession of BomB drawings, which were the works of 
that ingenious poet in an early period of his life. Mc. Bennet 
was a dissenang roinistfir at the new meetiag-honse in HajiOTat 
Sqiiare, Newcastle-upon-Tyne." 

8 Acooi'diog to the Biogr. Brit., Akenada's "parents and 
relations ware In general of the Presbyterian persoaslon." 
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was constantly brought to his recollection by a 
lameness, originating in a cut on his foot from the 
fall of his father's cloaver, when he was ahout seven 
years old.-* 

After receiving some instruction at the free- 
school of Newcastle, he was sent to a private aca- 
demy in the same town, kept by a Mr. Wilson, a 
dissenting minister. 

His genius and his love of poetry were mani- 
fested, while he was yet a school-boy. The 
Gentleman's Magazine for April, 1737, contains 
one of his earliest attempts at versification, enti- 
tled « The Virtuoso, in imitation of Spenser's style 
and stanza :"'' it is far superior to the sing-song 
inanities which in those days generally adorned 
the pages of that miscellany, and is prefaced thus 
by a letter to the editor : — 

" Hawoaalle-upon-T jnc, April 2S. 

"I hope, Sir, you'll excuse the following Poem 
(being the performance of one in his sixteenth 
year), and insert it in your next Magazine, which 
will oblige. Yours, &:c. 

" Mahctjs." 

To the same popular work he contributed, in the 
next month, an ingenious fable called " Ambition 
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LIFE OF AKHNSIDE. 11 

and Content ; ^ and n J ly f llowing, " The Poet, 
a Rhapsody." ^ 

Wlien about tl e age ot s enteen, Akenside 
used to visit some el on at Morpeth where it 
has been rather ha t ly ppo ed thaffhe wrote his 
" Pleasures of Im nat on Passages of it 

were probably compo 1 th e at vaiious tunes 
and places, during e ral yea s before its publi 
cation, that great wo k 1 ad no doubt oceupied his 
mind. In a fragment of the fourth book of the 
remodelled copy, he pleasingly describes his early 
sensibility to the beauties of nature, and his lonely 
wanderings in the vicinity both of Newcastle and 

of Morpeth; — 

" ya dales 
Of Tyne, and yo most ancient woodlands, whera 
Oft as flie giant flood obliquely strides, 
And his banks open and his lawns extend. 
Stops short tiifi pleased travaller to view 
Fresldmg o^ev th& scene some mstio tover 
Founded by Normal ov by Saxoa hands i 

ye Northumbrian shades, whioh overlook 
The rooky pavement and the mossy Mis 
Of aolitary Wensbeofc's limpid stream, 
How gladly I j'Ocall your well known scats 
Belov'd of old, and fiiat delighttlil time 
When all alone, for mtmy a summer's day, 

1 wander'd through yonr calm recesses, lad 
In silence by some powerful hand unseen." 

To the Gentleman's Magazine for August, 1738,* 
he communicated " A British Philippic, occasioned 
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12 LIFE OF AKENSIDE. 

by the insults of the Sp'jmaids, and the present 
preparations for war That its flaming patriotism 
was quite to the taite of Mr Urban, appears from 
the following ad\erti«emLnt — 

" N. B. It often tummg to our Inconvenience 
to aell a greater Nmuber ot one Magazine than of 
another, and believing the above noble-spirited 
Poem will be acceptable to many, not our constant 
Readers, we have printed it in Folio, Price Six 
Pence, together with the Motto at large, for which, 
receiving the Manuscript late, we could not make 
room. And if the ingenious Author will inform 
us how we may direct a Packet to his Handa, we 
will send him our Acknowledgments ibr so great 
a Favour, with a Parcel of the Foho Edition." 

His " Hymn to Science " was printed in the 
Gentleman's Magazine for October, 1739.' It is 

I is. 544, -wliera it is dated " Newcastle-upon-Tyne." Mr. 
Bucke, not aware of this, supposes that it was written at Ed- 
inburgh. He pronounces it to be " worthy the lyre of CoHiiis," 
to whose imaginatiTe odes it bears do reseiatilancfl, aad, alter 
quoting the two following straizas, exclaims, " Has Horace or 
Gray any tiling superior to thisV" I confidently answer, — 
many things infinitely superior: 

"That Isae best eBl>rt at th; eMU, 
To Smn the life laa rale the will, 

ProplUona Power! impirt; 
Teach mo to cool my passien'B flKS, 
Wake mc aie Jndge of my desires, 

" Bajse me &boTe the mlgar breatJi, 
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doubtless a production of considerable merit ; but 
Mr. Buoke is probably the only reader whom it 
ever moved to rapturous admiration. 

Oar poet was about eighteen years of age when 
he was sent to Edinburgh, with some pecuniary 
assistance from the Dissenters' Society, that he 
might qualify himself for the office of one of their 
ministers; but, after pursuing the requisite studies 
for one «rinter, he changed his mind with respect 
to a profession, entered himself a medical student/ 
and repmd the contribution which he had received 
from the Dissenters. " Whether," says Johnson, 
" when he resolved not to be a dissenting minister, 
he ceased to be a dissenter, I know not. He cer- 
tainly retained an unnecessary and outrageous zeal 
for what he called and thought liberty ; a zeal 
which sometunes disguises from the world, and not 
rarely from the mind which it possesses, an envious 
desire of plundering wealth or degrading greatness ; 
and of which the immediate tendency is innovation 

In tto same vol. of the Gant. Mag. p. lES, is an imitatioQ of 
Horaoa, Ode L B. iii„ signed "M. A." and p. 699, an Ode, 
witii a Greek motto instead of a title, whloli beginB, "HaJ, 
Melancholy, gloomy Power: " Qy. Ace they by Akenside? 

Wlien the " Flsasnces of Imagiaallon " appeared, tlie editor 
of the Gent. Mag. gave tin extract tVom that poem, head^ by 
an aniionnoement that it was written by the author of Oie 
"BritiBh Philippic" and the "Hymn to Soienca," ^v. 319. 
Both pieces were reprinted in the third vol. of Fearoh's OoE 

1 Jn a letter written (bom Newoasile in 1743 (which will ba 
afterwards given), he oaAl8 hhotielf " Surgeon." 
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14 LIFE OP AKENSIDB. 

and anarcty, an impetuous eagerness to anbvert 
and confound, with very little care what shall be 
established." '■ 

At Edinburgh he was elected a member of the 
Medical Society, December 80th, 1740,^ and be- 
came acquainted with several persons of his own 
age, who afterwards rose to eminence j but though,, 
during his residence there, he prosecuted the study 
of medicine,' we learn from the following authentic 
statement that he was by no means satisfied with 
his new profession, and thirsted for a celebrity yery 
different from that which its most successful prac- 
tice could confer. " Akenside," says the late' 
Dugald Stewart, " when a student at Edinburgh, 
was a member of the Medical Society, then recently 
formed, and was eminently distinguished by the 
eloquence which he displayed in the course of the 
debates. Dr. Eobertson (who was at that time a 
student of divinity in the same university) told me 
that be was frequently led to attend their meetings, 
chiefly to hear the speeches of Akenside, the great 
object of whose ambition then was a seat in Parlia- 
ment ; a situation which, he was sanguine enough 
to flatter himself, he had some prospect of obtain- 
ing and for which he conceived his talents to be 

1 Life of Akensifle. 

^ Anderson's Life of AkensidB.— -Brit. Poet), is, 725. 

8 Mr. Bucke says that Akensifle " seems to have made great 
progress" in bii medleal studies at Edinburgh (Life of Aken- 
side, IG); and, in quoting from Stawart the passage which I 
haTO given above, he ondd &e caichidmg Mirfsnte. 
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IxIFB or AKEsaiDE. 15 

much better adapted tiian for the profession lie had 
chosen. In this opinion he was prohably in the 
right, as he was generally considered by his fellow- 
students as far inferior in medical science to several 
of his companions." ^ To the ardour of youth, and 
the consciousness of high endowments, we ought 
probablj to attribute such ambitious dreams ; and 
we may suppose, that, as judgment ripened with 
maturer years, they faded gradually away. 

At Edinburgh he composed his ode " On the 
Winter Solstice," dated 1740, which he soon after 
re-wrote and amplified. He is said ^ to have ori- 
ginally printed it with another juvenile production, 
"Love, an Elegy," for distribution among his 

I Elem. of tlie PhiL of the Huraaa Mind (Notes), iii. 501, 
iti}. The author Is led to give tha above tmacdote by having 
quoted in his text (p. aBD) the foUowiug hnes in Akenside's 
Ode to Sleep, where, he obsttrves, Iha poet " hoa verj beanti- 
folly touched upon the history of his own mind! " — 



Aud tnough thB? ahine In ygnth's IngBnoous tiew. 

The eobec eainftil atto of moaeni flajs 

To Bueh romanUo thonsJilB hire bid a. long adim." 

a Biog, Brit. — In the Ad. and Cor. to the first vol. we are 
told that " hove " " afterwards appeared in the first editioa of 
Dodsiey's Coilectton, but was omitted in sucoaediiig edidons 
by Alteuside's deske." It oertahily is not hi the first edition 
of that work, 3 vols. IJiS, but may have been h^ierted in soma 
early edition of those, or the subseiineutly-publislied volumes, 
which I have not seen: it w^ printed in the third volume of 
Pearch's Coll. of Foeros. 
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Ifi LIFE OF AKBNSIDE. 

tHeuds. His lines "To Cordelia"* bear the same 

We are told by Akeaaide's biographers, that, 
after staying three years at Edinburgh, be removed 
to Leyden for the advancement of his medical 
studies ; — that he remained there two (according 
to others, tliree) years, till he had taken his degree 
of Doctor of Physic in 1744; — that he there 
formed an intimacy with his future patron, Mr, 
Jeremiah Dyson,^ then a student of law at the same 
univei-sity, and returned with him to England — 
(they " embarked," according to Mr. Bucko's ° par- 
ticular account, " in the same vessel at Eott«rdam, 
and arrived safely in London, after an agreeable 
but protracted voyage ! ") ; — and that the " Plea- 
sures of Imagination" was published soon after the 
poet's arrival in England. 1 shall presently show 
tJiat Akenside's first and only visit to Leyden was 
in 1744, and subsequent to the appearance of his 
great work ; and that he and Sir. Byson were 
never in Holland at the same time. 

Having completed his studies in the Scottish 
capital, Akenaide appears to have returned to his 
native town in 1741. Next year, he addressed 
the following remarkable letter* to Mr. Dyson, a 
young gentleman of fortune, with whom perhaps 

i I fliid tjiem in an OKcellent American edition of his Works, 
2 vols. New Brunswick, New Jersey, 1608. 

S On the antiiocity, I suppose, of Sir Jolin Hawkins. — lAfe 
ef Johmm, 233, 343, ed. 1T37. 

' Life of Akanside, 2i. * Now first publisbed. 
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LIFE OF AKENSIDB. 17 

he had hecome acquainted during his residence in 
Edmburgh : — 

" Kawcaatle-upoii-Tyne, j" IStli of Aug", 1742. 

" Dear Sik, — I have heen long expecting to 
hear from you since I had the pleasure of seeing 
you on the road ; but your letter has either mis- 
carry'd, or has been prevented perhaps by some 
unexpected affairs ingaging you after your arrival 
at Londoa longer than you suppos'd. Upon either 
of these cases, I should not have delay'd to begin 
a correspondence sooner, but that I knew not how 
to direct for you. Our acquaintance, Mr. Ander- 
son, has just now infonn'd me ; and I take the 
opportunity of hia journey to London to send you 
this. For, where there is a real esteem and affec- 
tion, it is certainly extremely absurd to act accord- 
ing to those precisenesses of form and punctuality, 
which in some matters may prevent inconvenience, 
but can never regulate the mind, and have no 
connection with the free inclinations of one who 
would be a friend. The very opportunity of 
knowing a person of a desirable character is flie 
means of no slight enjoyment; but the prospect of 
contractmg a friendship Id such a case brings the 
pleasure much nearer home, and promises a kind 
of property in those things which all men look 
upon with honor and good wishes. If you will 
excuse me for being thus selfish, I sincerely and 
heartily offer you my friendship ; and tho' in such 
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18 LIKE OF AKENSIDE. 

a compact, where there are no artides of oWiga- 
tion, nothing stipulated, nothing impos'd, it be not 
very becoming to promise too much, yet I t hink 
one may venture to ingage for himself, that he is 
capable of being a friend : for tho' in our voluntary 
affairs this be indeed the main article, yet it 
luckily happens that this pretension, like all those 
that regard the heart and will, is neither difacult 
to be made good, nor liable to the censure of vani- 
ty ; quite differently from all pretensions to what 
is valuable in the understanding, or ia any other 
respect of Dature or fortune. 

" Mr. Anderson says he was told you had been 
somewhat indispos'd since you got home. I hope 
you are by this time perfectly strong and healthy, 
so as to continue without fear in your resolution of 
spending next winter at Leyden. I heartily wish 
I could spend it with you, but am as yet unde- 
termin'd. Mr. Archer, besides nest winter at 
Edinburgh, intends, I hear, tO pass another with 
Mr. Hucheson : in my opinion he putts off his 
settling in business too late, if he spend as many 
years as he talks of in an academical way. It was 
always my desire to be fls'd in life, as they say, as 
soon as I could, consistently with tie attainments 
necessary to what I should profess. 

" A letter from you, whenever you are at leisure, 
will be extremely welcome : you will direct it to 
be left at Mr. Akenside's, Surgeon, in Newcastle- 
upon-Tyne. 
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" I desire you to excuse this blofted scrawl ; it 
is past midnight, and Mr. Anderson goes away 
early to-morrow. I am, Sir, with the greatest 
eeteem and sincerity, your vei7 aifectionate and 
obedient servant, " Mark Akenbide." 

This letter was the prelude to a friendship 
memorable for the fervour and (he constancy with 
which it was maintained on both sides, as well as 
for its beneficial results to the poet. At the time 
it was written, I apprehend that Akenside was 
busily occupied in the composition of the great 
didactic poem, over wiiich his genius seems to have 
brooded even from his boyish days; and that, 
though he styles hunself " Surgeon," he had not 
commenced any regular practice in that capacity. 

Mr. Dyson's " resolution of spending next winter 
at Leyden," in order to prosecute the study of civil 
law, was carried into effect. On his return to 
England, in 1743,^ he entered himself at one of 
the Inns of Court (I believe, Lincohi's Inn), and, 
in due time, was called to the bar. 

The " Pleasures of Imagmation " hemg now 
ready for the press, we may suppose that Aken- 
side brought the precious manuscript to London 
about the middle, or towards the close, of 1743. 
"I have heard," says Johnson, "Dodsiey relate. 
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that, when the copy was offered him, the pric« 
demanded for it, which was a hundred and twenty 
pounds, being such as he was cot inclined to give 
precipitately, he carried the work to Pope, who, 
having looked info it, advised him not to make 
a niggardly offer ; for ' this was no every-day 
writer.' " ' In eonsequence of this imprimatur 
from Twickenham, the work was published by 
Dodsley ia January, 1744.^ Notwithstanding its 

1 Johnson's Life of AlMHMde. 

2 Qufirto, price is.; see the DaOy Post ibr Jarmary 16, 
1744. Mr. Bucke says It was prinled by Eichardson, the cele- 
brated novelist: a latter addraaaed to him by Akeuaide will be 
ailerwards jjven, and is, I suspect, Mr. Buoke's sole authority 
for snoh tui asserdon I The motto on the titla-paga is 'Aoe/3oSj 
liiv IcTiv iiiSpCijTOV T&c Jtopa ToB G£o5 xof™? &Tijia^eiv, 
^act. apod Arricaiy il. 28. A seoond edition, 8vo, price 2s. is 
ajinonnoed in tha Gent. Mag. for May next. In a copy of tie 
flrat edition (now in the British Museum), prosentad by Aken- 
wde to Dyson, is the following MS. dedicatdon, whieli probably 
Ihe modesty of liie latt«r would not allow to appear in print ; — 



Seqne <^tat oarins, 
Hooofl opoBoalam 

JVoa, tjrannomDi hapune laJ 
I soniliuin blandimenta ptstej 



"The Fleaaures of Ima^nation" was published anony- 
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LIFE OP AKBNSIDE. 21 

metaphysical subject, so little adapted to the taat« 
of common readers, this splendid production was 
received with an applause' which at once raised 

mtraaly. JohnBon told Boawall, that, wlien it oripnidly came 
<mt, Bolt (a now foi^tten author) went over to DubMn, aad 
published an adition of it in his own name; upon the feme 
of -which he lived fbr several months, being entertained at 
the best tables as " the ingenionB Mr. Bolt ; " and that Akenside, 
having been hiformed of this imposition, vindicated his right 
by publishing the poem with its real antkor's name. Boswell 
adds in a note, " I have had enqoiry made in Ireland as to this 
Bt«ry, !rat do not iind it recollected there. I give it on the 
authority of Dr. Johnson, to wliich may be added that of 
the Biographical Diodonary and Biographia Dramatica, in 
both of which it has stood many years. Mi'. Malone obseivee, 
that the truth probably is, not that an edition was published 
with Bolt's uama hi the titla-page, but that, the poem being 
then anonymous, Kolt acquiesced in its being attributed to 
him in conversation." — J^e of Johimn, i. 842, ed. 1816. 

1 Gray, however, who was uot yet known to the world as a 
poet, passed a depreciating criticism on It in a letter to Dr. 
Wharton, from Cambridge, April 28, 1T44: "You desire to 
know, it seems, what character the poem of your young friend 
be^-s here. I wonder that you ask the opinion of a nation 
wUeie those who pretend to judge do cot jndge B.t all ; and the 
rest (the wiser part) wait to catch the judgment of the world 
immediately above them, that is, Dick's and the Rainbow 
Coffee Houses. Your readier way would be to ask tlie ladies 
that keep the bars in those two theatres of criticism. However, 
to show yoti that I am a jndge, as well as my countrymen, I will 
tell you, though I have rather turned it over than read it (but 
no matter; no more haTO they), that it seems to me above the 
middihig; and now and then, for a litlJe while, rises even to 
the beat, pOTtioularly hi description. It is often obscure, and 
even uuintellipble, and too much infected with the Hutchinson 
jargon. In short, its great fanlt is, that it was pubhslied at 
ieaat nine years too early. And so methinka in a few words, 
' i la mode du Temple,' I have pertly dispatclied what perhaps 



iiMP^h, Google 



the author, who had onlj complete 1 his twenty- 
third year, to a distinguished otation among the 
poeta of the iiy "When it lirst appeared, Pope 
wa ■ k' under the malady, which, a few moctha 
af m ed him from the poetic throne ; Swift 

was II al e, but in the stupor of idiotcy; Thom- 

n had w n by "The Seasons" an unfading 
la 1 to which he was destined to add another 
wr ath hj The Castle of Indolence;" Young 
wa> n th fulness of fame, though the four con- 
1 d g I t ons of the " Night Thoughts " were 
y t p bl hcd; Glover enjoyed a very high 

I ta f om " Leonidas ; " Johnson was known 
only h author of an admired satire, "Lon- 

d a Dy had put forth " Grongar Hill," and 
" The Ruins of Rome," with little success, — his 
"Fleece" was yet to come; Colhns had vainly 
endeavoured to attract notice by his "Eclogues" 
and " Epi-tle to Haamer," — his " Odes " being 
ot a later date ; Shenstone had produced little, but 
among that little was "The Schoolmistress;" 
Blm had published "The Grave;" and Arm- 
strong who had only a disgraceful notoriety from 
a bcentioua poem,' was soon to rival Akenside 
as a didactic writer. 

may for EBveral years have employed a vevy ingenious man 
worth fifty of rajseV." — Mason's Memoirs of Gray, 178, ed. 
me. Bjs still more mifevourable opinion of some of Akea- 
eide's minor poems will be aftcmrardfl cited. 

1 The " Economy of Love." His " Art of Preserving 
Haaltli" ivas pabliaLed in AprU, 1744; sea the Dally Post for 
the lath of lliat month. 
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The applause which haUed the first appearance 
of "The Pleasures of Imagination" had scarcely 
suhaided, when Akenside found that he had rouaed 
an adversary of formidahle powers. Having 
adopted the opinion of Lord Shaftesbury, that 
ridicule is the test of truth, he had annexed to a 
passage in the third book of his poem a long note 
on the subject, in which Warhurton chose to dis- 
cover an offensive allusion to .himself. When, 
therefore, that mighty dogmatist, about two months 
after, put forth his " liemarks on Several Occa- 
sional Reflections, in answer to Dr. Middleton," 
&e.,' he devoted to Akenside the whole of a sneer- 
ing and caustic Preface,' which opens thus : — " In 
the Prefatory Discourse to the first volume of the 
D [i\ine] L [egation}, I spoke pretty laigely of 
the Ute of Bidienle in religious subjects, as the 
Ahuse of it IS amongat the fashionable arts of 
Free thinking, for which I have been ju^t now 
call'd to account, without any ceremony, by the 
nameles'i author of a poem entitled 'Ihe Pka 
sures of Imagination.' For 'tis my fortune to be 
still concerned with those who either do go masked, 

1 Putlished in March, 1744: see the Daily Post for the letl) 
of that montb. 

* This Frefiioe was afterwardB reprinted, with some slight 
alternaons, as a " Postaoript to the Dedication to the Ffee- 
thinfcara," in a new edition of flie "Divine Legafion of Moses." 
Both Mr. D'laraeli (Qnai'cels of Anthors, i. 67) and Mi'. Bnoke 
(Life of Akenside, 37) seem not to know where Warburton's 
attack on tJie poet originally appeared. 
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or those who should. I am a plain man, and, on 
my first appearance in this way, I told my name 
and who I helonged fo. After this, if men will 
rudely come upon me in disguise, they can have 
no reason to complain, that {in my ignorance of 
their characters) I treat them all alike upon the 
same free footing they have put themselves. This 
gentleman, a follower of Ld. S-[hafteshury], and, 
as it should seem, one of those to whom that Pre- 
face was addressed, — certainly one of those to 
whom I applied the words of Tully, Non decet, -non 
datum est ; who affect wit and raillery on subjects 
not meet, and with talents unequal, — this gentle- 
man, I say, in the 105th and 106th pages of his 
Poem, animadverts upon me in the following 
manner : ' Since it is,' says he, ' beyond all con- 
tradiction, evident that we have a natural sense or 
feeling of the ridiculous, and since so good a reason 
may he assigned to justify the Supreme Being for 
bestowing it, one cannot, without astonishment, 
reified on the conduct of those men who imagine it 
for the service of true religion to vilify and hlackmi 
it without distinction, and endeavour to persuade us 
thai it is never allied hut in a had cause' " War- 
burton then proceeds to a very minute examination 
of the obnoxious note : ^ he insinuates that Aken- 
side is a deist, even a favourer of atheism ; and, 
though he attacks his philosophy, and not his 

1 See ■ the note on ver. 269 of flie fiiird book of " Tha Plea- 
sures of Imagiiiatioa.^' - 
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poetry, he repeatedly terms him " our poet," in a 
mi er truiy p o ok ng In co elusion, he asserts 
that 'i pa aige the h rd book of the poem is an 
nault to tl e wl ole b ly ot the lergy-' 

An E| stle to tl e Rev M Warbnrton, occa- 
s oned by 1 a tieatnent of tie Author of the 
Pleaau es of Imagi ation ap; eared about six 
■weeks after the p hi ca o wl eh had called it 
iorth ^ Though th s Aagiy letter, which displays 
considerable mgenuity of aigument, without much 
grace of style, is generally attributed to the friendly 
pen of Mr. Dyson, I am inclined to believe that 
the greater part of it was composed by Akenside.* 
The following quotation forms its commence- 

" Sib, — Notwithstanding the pains you have 
taken to discourage all men from entering into 
any controversy with you, and notwithstanding 
the severe example you have just been making 
of one, who, as you fancied, had presumed to call 
you to account, you must still be content to be 

1 " Others of graver mien, teliold, adorn'd 
Witli holy ensigns," &o. 

2 Octavo, price 6d. Pnbliahed May Ist, 17*4 r see the 
DaJly Post of that date. The motto on the iittais, "Neqne 
Bolnm quid istom andire, vsnim atiam qnid me deceat dloere, 
COnaidorabo." — (So. )» VeiT. It oonaists of thirty pages. 

8 In a lettar to Mr. Dyson (sea p. 31 of ttiis Memoir), 
Akenside desires " a copy of Ihat onsajer to fToriurton," to Ije 
sent to HoUaad. If it had been entirely the work of liis lovod 
(or rather adored) friend, would he tinve mentioned it m such 
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accountable for your writings, and must once more 
bear the mortification of being aetually called to 
account for them. 

'"Tia the Preface to your late Eemarks that 
you are now called upon to justify ; in which you 
have thought fit to treat upon a naghty free footing 
(as you stJle it, but, ia the apprehension of most 
people, upon a very injurious one) the ingenious 
and worthy author of the poem entitled, 'The 
Pleasures of Imagination.' The favorable recep- 
tion and applause that performance has met with 
render it unnecessary, and indeed impertment, for 
me to enlarge in its praise, especially as you. Sir, 
have not condescended to enter into a particular 
censure of the poem : however, by some general 
hints scattered up and down, as well as by the 
affectation of perpetually stiling the author our 
poet, you may have let us see how you stand 
affected towards it. Whether it be indeed that 
dull, trivial, useless thing you seem to represent it, 
I shall not dispute with you ; but am content to 
leave, as to this point, Mr. W.'s judgment staked 
against tiie general reputation of the poem. The 
point I am immediately concerned with is your 
unbecoming treatment of the author, which, as it 
is so interwoven thro' the whole course of your 
Preface, as to be sufficiently evident, without the 
allegation of particular passages, so we shall find 
there are not wanting repeated instances of direct 
and notorious ill usage ; such usage, as tho' the 
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provocation had been ever so just, and the ima- 
gined attack upon you ever so real, would yet 
have been unwarrantable ; and which, therefore, 
can't admit of the least shadow of an excuse, when 
it shall appear that you had really no provocation 
at all. For the very fact with which you set out, 
and which is the foundation, I euppose, of all your 
indignation, is an entire mistake. Tou tell us, 
yoTt have beenjmt now called to account, S^e. This, 
I say, is an absolute mistake. And, as for my 
own part, I never suspected that the note you refer 
to had any thing personal in it, so I am authorized 
to affirm that it was not at all intended personally." 

To this letter, Warburton returned no answer. 
In the remodelled copy of his poem, Akenside 
reduced into a comparatively short passage the 
lines which treat of Kidicuie, and which were 
certainly the least pleasing portion of the work. 
He doubtless writhed under "Warburton's vigorous 
attack, for which, as will be shown in the course 
of this memoir, he, long after, made a sort of re- 
quital. 

Though the "Epistle to Warburton" appears 
not to have been published, it was certainly printed, 
before Akenside went to Leyden for the purpose 
of obtaining the degree of Doctor of Physic. This 
is proved by an allusion to it in the first of the 
following very interesting letters ' to his beloved 
friend, Mr. Dyson. The erroneous statement of 

1 Now first published. 
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;, that he yiaited Holland at an 
earlier period than 1744, lias been already no- 

" Leyden, April 7tJi, N. S. 1744. 

" Dear Dyson, — At last I am in a condition 
to recollect myself sufficiently to write to you. 
Ever since I left you, I have been from hour to 
hour ingag'd by a succession of most trivia! cir- 
cumstances, and yet importunate enough to force 
my attention from those objects to which it most 
naturally and habitually inclines. I now begin to 
respire, and can fancy myself at Lincoln's Inn, 
meeting you after a very tedious absence of eight 
days, and telling the little occurrences I have met 
with ; a story in other respects too inconsiderable 
to be repeated; but which, in repeating it to my 
friend, acquires an importance superior to the 
annals of a king's posterity. 

" I went on board from Harwich on Thursday 
morning, and got ashore at Helvoetsluys just 
about the same time on Saturday. I was not in 
the least sick. I am now settled in Eoebuck's 
chamber, the same house with Mr. Drew and 
Brocklesby. This last was the only one of my 
acquaintance I found here ; and I dare say, if you 
were now to return to Leyden, you would think 
the acquaintance of those who have come hither 
since you went away, very, very far from compen- 
sating tiie loss of those whose conversation you 
had the happiness to injoy. There are not above 
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ten or twelve English, Scotct, and Irish now at 
Leydea. 

" As I was in the street yesterday, Mr. Schwartz, 
who had been told hy somebody or other that I 
was a friend of Mr. Dyson's, came up to me, and 
inquir'd very affectionately after you. I am just 
come from sitting the aft«moon with him; he 
could hardly talk of any thing but you, yet com- 
plains that you neglect to write to him. He is 
uncertain whether he shaU be in London this sum- 
mer or not; but says he is very well acquainted 
with all the streets there, he has so careiully 
studied tliem in the map. I love the good nature 
and simplicity of hb manners, and love his com- 
pany more than anybody's in Leyden ; for I see 
that whenever we are together, we shall fall a 
talking about you immediately. 

"I have been with Mr. Gronoyius^ and the 
Doctor, who make an excellent contrast, both as 
to their manners and studies ; about the latter of 
tiieso, they are constantly rallying and joking on 
each other. Mr. Gronovius ahow'd me his Nican- 
der, about which he has taken vast pains. He has 
above six hundred emendations of the text, and 
scholia, but wants an unpublish'd paraphrase of 
the author, which, it seems, is in a library at 
Vienna. He talks of making this little book as 
large as his last ^lian. I wish you could get the 

1 i.e. Abraham Gronovius. Th.e "Micandef" Uere men- 
tioned woa never publiBhed. 
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Pindar, which I hear is probably by this time 
flnish'd at Glasgow, in one volume, the same size 
and type with the Theophvastus. lilr. Broeldeshy 
tells me of an edition of Shaftesbury in the. press 
at Dublin, with new copperplates ; to which a fourth 
Tolume will be added, consisting of the two epis- 
tolary pamphlets and unpublish'd letters of Ld. 
Moleaworth to my^ master. 

"I will not spend time in giving you my senti- 
ments of Holland or Leyden, they are so intirely 
the same with what you express'd to me. One 
thing struck me very strongly, the absurd i 
sistence between their ceremonious f 
(miscalled politeness) and their gross insensibi- 
lity to the true deeoruia in numberless instances, 
especially among the women. Such is their archi- 
tecture, tbeir painting, their music; such their 
dress, the furniture of their houses, the air of 
their chariots, and the countenance of their pohty, 
— that, when I think of England, I cannot now 
help paying it the same veneration and applause 
which at London I thought due only to Athena, 
to Corinth, or to Syracuse. You, who know Hol- 
land, will excuse me for talking in this way, after 
so short a view of it as I have had ; ^ because you 

1 An allusion b> the Preface to " EemarfcB on Ocsnsional 
EefleotionB," &o., in which Warbmton more than onua calls 
Sliaftesbuiy Akanside's " Master." 

a This passage deoifledly proves that Akenslde had not 
previously visited Holland. 
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know how obvious these appearances are, and 
how great an uniformity runs through the whole 
constitution of the country, natural and moral. 

" Mr, Eeady is well, and sends his service ; as 
do all your other acquaintances. You will soon 
see Mr. Drew, for he is a printing his Thesis, and 
takes London in his way home. 

" Be so good as to present my compliments to 
Mrs. Dyson, Miss Dyson, and all the rest of your 
friends and mine. You will know whom I mean 
without a list of them; only, lest you should not 
think on them, allow me tomenliooMr. Ward and 
Mr. Eamsay. And pray foi^et not to make my 
apology to Mr, Pickering ; for I utterly forgot to 
call upon him at my leading London, which has 
since vex'd me not a little. 

" Be sure you write to me immecliately. Let 
me know how you manage about the Basilica, and 
what information Mr. Kamsay has given you. If 
you call at Dodsley's, he will give you a copy of 
that answer to Warburton : I should be glad if you 
could send it incloa'd in your first letter, and if you 
could give me your opinion about Dr. Armstrong's 
Poem.' Write me a very long letter, and direct it 
to Mc-Carthy's. I think I am rather freer than I 
should have been if boarding; tho', heaven knows, 
my pleasure at noon is meeriy in dining, properly 
so call'd, FareweD, my friend, my good genius ; 
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and, above all tliinga, believe me for ever most 
affectionately, most intirely, only yours, 

" M. Akinsidb." 

"LeyJen, April 17th, N. S. 1744. 

"Deak Ma. Dyson, — I had not been above 
four days at Leyden before two of my Edinburgh 
acquaintances, Mr. Austin and Mr. Hume, came 
hither fi-om their winter quarters at Ghent, to 
make the tour of Holland. I was glad of the 
opportunity to go along with them, as I had no 
prospect of any company so desirable. At my 
return, I found your letter, by which I see we had 
been writing to each other precisely at the same 
time. I always was afraid you would be uneasy 
in waiting so long for a letter ; and indeed I should 
have wrote directly from Helvoetsluys, but for a 
mistaken supposition that the post went from 
Leyden on Saturday nighl, and that consequently 
I should save no time by writing before I got to 
my journey's end. Would to God this may find 
you perfectly reeover'd and in free spirits : I dare 
not, I cannot suffer my imagination to conceive 
otherwise. The whole day after we parted, I was 
dreading the consequence of your being abroad 
in so damp a morning, and lodging in that vile inn, 
at a time when your health was far from being 
confirm'd. In every other circumstance, I need 
not tell you what happiness your letter gave me. 
Believe me, my deai', my honour'd fiiend, I look 
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Upon my connection with you as tlie most fortunate 
circiimstanco of my life. I never think of it 
williout heiog happier and better for tlie refiection, 
I injoy, by means of it, a more animated, a more 
perfect relish of y al f y atural 

pleasure. My own hat by ma ft,is 
become an objec i a d ajjla t 

myself. My sen t tl p -t and d 

of the Supreme B n hi a I m e ff t 

It is that good, that he uty, w th h h ny n 1 
fiU'd, and which serves as a saered antidot« against 
the influence of that moral evil which is in the 
world, when it would pei-plex and distress me. It 
has the force of an additional conscience, of anew 
principle of religion; nor do I remember one 
instance of moral good or evil offer'd to my choice 
of late, in which the idea of your mind and man- 
ners did not come in along with the essential 
beauty of virtue and the sanction of the divine 
laws to guide and determine me. It has irlarg'd 
my knowledge of human nature, and ascertain'd 
my ideas of the ceconomy of the universe. In 
whatever light I consider, with whatever principle 
or sensation I compare it, it still continues to re- 
ceive strengtii fcom the best and highest, and in 
return confirm and inlarge them, 

lilte Ihs Eweet south 

Thsit bieathe? iiiion n haak uf yiolaia, 

Giving and stealing odours. 

I have sometimes, when in a cold or more scepti- 
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ca! turn of thouglit than is natural to my temper, 
hesitated whether this affection might not and did 
not too much engross my mind. But in a moment 
I saw, and you, my friend, know and feel witli 
what satisfaction not to be described, that it was 
impossible to indulge it too much, in any other 
sense than as it is possible to carry too far our 
regard for the Supreme Being; that is, to lose 
sigiit of its natural tendency, and run counter to 
the very spirit with which it was instituted: in 
other words, while we continue to cultivate our 
friendship, intire and extensive as its foundations 
now are, it cannot ingrosa our minds too much, or 
exert too general an influence on our conduct. 

" Perhaps you expect some account of my tra- 
vels. Indeed I cannot say more than' that they 
confirm'd all my former ideas of the Dutch geniua 
and taste. Minute and careful in execution, but 
flat and inelegant and narrow in design. Their 
buildings, their gai-dens, their civil forms, every 
thing, give the same information. At Amsterdam 
I saw a Dntch tragedy, which, tho' intended to be 
really distressful, was yet farcical beyond any 
thing m Aristophanes or the Rehearsal. And 
these farcical parts were the only things that 
mov'd the audience in the very least degree. And 
in the middle of the distress, io those boxes where 
people of the best figure use to sit, the glass and 
brandy bottle was going about among both men 
and women. 
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"As for my acquaintance here, it lies cldefly, 
almost wholly, among tiie gentlemen that lodge 
with Mr. Vanderlas : the others, at the ordinary, 
have given me ao reason to alter the account you 
had in my last. Mr. Eeady, as far as I am able 
to judge, is a very amiable man, and much a 
gentleman ; and young Mr. Canowan, I hope, will 
turn, out very well in the world, especially as I 
see he is much less attach'd to the bigotry and 
narrow spirit of the Eoman Catholic religion. Mr, 
Schwartjs spent this afternoon with me, and all 
salute you. I need not desire you to express for 
me the warmest sentiments of friendship and 
respect lo Mrs. Dyson and Miss Dysons, nor to 
remember me to all our other friends. I am 
within five' minutes of the post, and very sorry 
to part so soon. Farewell, my dearest Dyson. 
Ever yours, " M. Akinside." 

" Friflay ETenias. 

" To Mr. Dyson, at Ssrle's Coffee-house, 

Lincoln's Inn, London." 

" I^yden, April 2l8t, N. S. 1744. 

" My dearest Dyson, — I have just received 
and read your letter, by which I find we have 
been a second time imploy'd in writing to each 
other at the same instant; from what sympathetic 
influence of our minds one upon the other, or 
what invisible agency of superior genii favourable 
to friendship, I cannot tell. But that your 
writing was a sort of present and inunediale se- 
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curity for your lieing tolerably well, I siould 
have been mucli. alarm'd at tbe account you give 
of the return of your disorder. But now I hope 
'tis fairly over, and that you have laid in a stock 
of health and good spirits for a very long time. 
For my own part, since I left you, I have indeed 
been weS, in the vulgar sense of the phrase; that 
is to say, my appetite, my sleeps, my pulse, and 
the rest of that kind, have been regular and sound: 
but the other more desirable sort of good health, 
that which consists in the perfect, the harmonious 
possession of one's own mind, in the exercise of 
its best facultys upon those objects which are most 
adapted to it by nature and habit, and, above all 
things, in that conscious, that inexplicable feeling 
that we are happy, — this kind of health, I confess, 
I have not injoy'd so infire for these three weeks ; 
nor do I expect to injoy it, till I return to that 
situation which taught me first to conceive it. The 
more I see of Holland (and I imagine the tase 
would be the same were I to travel thro' the 
world), the more I love and honour my native 
country. The manners of the people, the political 
forms, the genius of the constitution, the temper 
of the laws, the accidental objects of dress and 
behaviour one meets with in the streets, the very 
face of their buildings, and outward appearance 
of the country in general, only serve io put me 
in mind of England, with a greater desire of re- 
turning. In the same manner as all that variety 
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of mix'd company I have pass'd tliro' this last 
year or two, only gave me a stronger sense of my 
happiness when I got home to you. 

" I am [at] present buried among medical 
books; collecting facta, and comparing opinions 
among the dullest of mortal men, and that too, in 
their dullest capacity, that of authors. However, 
I hope this necessary task wiU grow more agree- 
able, when I shall he at leisure to attend to the 
justuesB of argument and the decency of expres- 
sion. As I spend no time so agreeably as in 
reading your letters, or (next to that) in convers- 
ing with you even after this imperfect manner, 
I eonld not forbear sitting down immediately to 
write, especially as I was so much, straitened for 
lime last post. I am very glad that people shew 
so much unanimity about the war against France ; 
and, for my own part, I have not the least doubt 
of the superiority of our national spirit, and con- 
sequently of our success in general : only 1 am 
afraid that we shall want generals, and that the 
war will be too much carried on, on our part, by 
land. I can't say I was much pleased with the 
declaration of war (I mean the formula, not the 
thing) : the style seem'd to me ratlier that of a 
private man clearing himself from some unbe- 
coming imputations, than that of the chief magis- 
trate of a mighty and free people pixiclaiming 
war against the most formidable people in the 
world, in defence of justice, aad drawn to it by 
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the diainterested sucixnir of an oppress'd and 
insulted ally. The speech to the parliament I 
could not indeed but approve : there waa an ex- 
pression either in il, or in the declaration against 
France, quite equal to the occasion : ' I appeal to 
the whole world for the equity and rectitude of 
my conduct.' It is certamly very great, and haa 
hut one impropriety (indeed, a very essential 
one), that the honour due to the people of Britain 
for the generosity and fearless love of justice they 
have, under such vast pressures, manifested upon 
this occasion, is by this way of speakmg, una- 
voidable in our government, attributed to one 
man, who has no other merit in the affair, than 
nieerly in not imbezaling the vast sums which 
have been advane'd in support of the common 

"You would see by my last that I cannot finish 
my affairs here so soon as you suppos'd. But 
what time I lost in the beginning by going to 
Amstordara, &c., I shall gain towards the end of 
my stay here ; so that I hope to be in London, at 
least in England, within a month at latest. I have 
long indulg'd myself in an agreeable prospect of 
settling at S., chiefly because of my opportunity of 
seeing you frequently, and next to that (if indeed 



it be not 
ing such acqui 
might put 



ideration more important), in mak- 

intances during the summer seasons, 
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remainder of my life without interruption beside 
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you. But since the expectation was ill founded, 
we must make ourselves easy, and look out in 
Northampton, or any other place tolerably near 
home. For of this one tiling I am certain : never 
to be far from you. I would have you write as 
soon as you eaa, if it be but to tell me how long 
your journey to Shropshire will take you ; because, 
if you determine to go thither, I shall take ship- 
ping from Rotterdam to Newcastle, as you will 
probably be gone before I can reach London even 
by the pacquet At this moment, while I write 
this, I feel something of the pain of a second 
parting. 

" Ajs the auctions were almost intirely over be- 
fore I got hitlier, I have not bought many books, 
nor expect to buy many. I have, however, got a 
few classics, and such medical books as are most 
useftil at present. Those that are rather for 
curiosity and medical erudition, I shall leave com- 
missions for with some acqumnlance or other. I 
find what you told me to be very true, that the old 
and best editions of the Greek authors are dearer 
here than in London. Mr. Gronovius telb me, 
what perhaps you do not know, that Mr, Freeman 
is to return to Leyden ; by which I judge he has 
intirely dedicated himself to Greek (properly so 
oail'd) and to editorial criticism (excuse the phrase) . 
I think Gronovius one of the strangest men I 
ever met with. 

" Farewell, my dear friend. I know you oft 
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think of me, and need not be told how oft and how 
affectionately I remember you. 

"Ever and entirely yours, 

" MiRic Akinside," 
" Tneaaay Afternotin." 

" P. S. I wish you would leave off writing upon 
gilt paper, unless you ean get sheets of it as large 
as this. I forgot to tell you, that Wctstein at 
Amsterdam ehew'd me the unfinish'd Diodorus 
Siculus; it is printed exactly like the last Thucy- 
dides, but how accurately I cannot tell. Forget 
not ray compliments at Charter-house Square, nor 
to Mr. Harrison, Mr. Dyson, and the rest of our 
friends. Mr. Gronovius, Mr. Schwartz, Mr. Rear 
dy, and all yours here salute you. 

"I have just been at Langeratti's to inquke 
about the Basilica, but, not finding him, must 
refer it to another opportunity." 

On the 16th of May, 1744,' Akenside took hia 
degree of Doctor of Physic at LejdeD, the subject 
of hia Disserlatio Medico Inauguralis being " De 
ortu et incremento fcctus humani;* and, doubtless, 

1 Tha corrootneas of this date ia ascertainsa bj an erUry in 
tlie ajinalB of Uie Collage of Phyaoiana, London, which utatea 
that Akenside, on the 20th June, 1J61, prodocad Ma Diploma 
from the UniTfiisity of Leyden, &o. — See p. 62 of this Me- 

a It appears to hate been printed. " In this dissertaaon, 
the anthor is said to haye displayed liiainedioal Bsigacity, by 
attacking seme opinions of Leeuwenhoek and other vnrilere, at 
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as soon as he had obtained his diploma, he hastened 
back to England. In the collection of odes, which 
he published in the following year, is an ode " On 
leaving Holland." 

He was now desirous to commence the practice 
of his profession ; and having heard that he had a 
prospect of succeeding at Northampton, and having 
made som.e necessary inquiries on the spot, in 
June, 1744,^ he soon after fixed himself there as a 
physiciao. It was not long, however, before he 
found that the chief me dica,l husmess of the place 
was in the hands of Dr. Stonehouse, from whom 
it was not to be wrested by a stranger;^ and, 

that time very generally racaivcd, but wiicli liaTa been since 
discarded by the bast physioiajia Eod ptllcophers ; and by 
proposing an hypothesis which is now oonsidmed Ea foanded 
in trnih." — Biog. Brit. 

1 From the information of Mr. Dyson (Ootoher 26th, 1834), 
who thus describes the contents of one of tha poet's letters to 
bis father: " On the 14th June [1744], he wiiies from North- 
ampton to report the result of his inqmries In relation to lie 
expediency of his settling there, whish was snch as induced 

a A correspondent (who signs himself Indagalor) in the 
Gent. Mag. for Ostobor, 1793 (Ixiii. 885), writes thus : " The 
fact, Mr. Urban, is, that this contest ibr the physical busmes" 
at Northampton, though unsuocessfnl on the part of Atenside, 
had for some time been supported by Mm with eslraordinsTy 
Tiolenoe. I am warranted, by manuscripts in my possesion, 
when I say, that not only a fair and open atmggla of modiooJ 
hostiliHas, but every art and every exertion, personal abuse 
and private insinuation, had l>een used to nsurp Dr. Stona- 
houBB'B professional emolumanta, and oust hmi from his esta- 
blished settlement. Tet, on Aliensido's lemuval ftom thai 
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having maintained a fruitless contest with that 
gentleman, and perhaps dishldng Northampton on 
account of its distanee from the capital, he quitted 
it, after a stay of ahout eighteen months, and 
remOYcd to Hampstead. "The writer of this 
article," says Kippis, in a note on our author's 
" Life," ^ " who then resided at Northampton for 
education, well rememhers that Dr. Doddridge 
and Dr. Akenside carried on an amicahle debate 
concerning the opinions of the ancient philoso- 
pheis with regard to a future state of rewards and 
punjshmenf* in which Dr. Akenside supported 
the firm belief of Cicero, in particular, in this 
gieit aiticle of natural religion," According to 

plice to Hampstoild, the recommendatory letter, a copy of 
which I send you, was geiierotialr written in his fiiTOur by his 
worthy rival, aa on introduotioQ for him to a geatlemim of oon- 
soqnence in tlie nelghbom-hood of Ms new abode." 

" Dbab Sib, — Tlie gentleman who prejents you wiUi this 
ia Dr. Akeiiaido, a brother physician, whose marit, as a man of 
refined sense and elegance of taste, is too well inown by Ms 
wrlUngB (The Pleasures of the Ima^nation, &o.) to need any 
otliet testimonial ; and, I dara say, from what yon ah^ady fenow 
of them, yon will naturally conclude, without any praise of 
jnuie, tha,t snoh a man mnst be proporiionobly dialtoguislied 
hi the neighboOThood of hia own peonliar profession. 

" I take this opportunity of intcoduoing Mm to the honour of 
your aoqualntance, and make no doubt you will receive him 
as a gentleman, whom, for Ms character and abilities, I much 
esteem, and whose near neighbourhood, in any place whera 
there had been room for us both, I should have regarded aa an 
addition to my happiness. I am," &o. 

See, loo, Gent. Mag, for January, 1794 {hdv. 13). 

1 Biog. Brit. 
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Johnson, who heartily disliked his political creed, 
and never loses an oppoi-f unity of stigmatising it, 
Akenside ■' deafened the place with clamours for 
liherty." '■ 

During his stay at Nortliampton (in 1744), he 
produced his very powerful satire, " An Epiiitle to 
Curio," ^ i.e. to Pulteney, who, having been long 
the strenuous supporter of the people's cause in 
opposilion to the meaaures of the government, had 
suddenly deserted his party, and become an ohjeet 
of popular execration, for the sake of an empty 
title, the Earldom of Bath. This justly-admired 
piece he afterwards injudiciously altered into an 

The following letter, undouhtedly genuine, and 
never before printed in England, is given from a 
fac-simile of the original in an American edition 
of our author's works:* — 

"Northampton, May 21st, 1746. 

" Dear Sib, — When I look on the date of 
your letter, I am very glad that I have any excuse, 
however disagreeable, for not answering it long 

1 Life of Akonside. 

2 Quarto, price Is. See List of Books for November, 1T44, 
in tiiB Gent. Mag. On tiie title-paga is this motto; " Neqtie 
tam uloiaoendi causa dixi, quam ut at in pr^sens sc«loratos 
oivBB Ijmore ab Impugconda patria detinBremi et in posterum 
doonmentron Etatuerem, neqnis talem amenlSam veliet imi- 
tari." — JhUl. 

» Printed at Sew Brnnswidc, New Jersey, 1808, 2 vols, s™.' 
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ere this. About a month agOj when I was think- 
ing every post to write to you, I was thrown from 
my horse, with a very great hazard of my hfe, and 
confined a good while afterwards from either 
writing or reading. But, tiiank Heaven, for these 
ten days I have been perfectly well. You are 
very good-natured about the verses. If they gave 
you any pleasure, I shall conclude my principal 
end in publishing them to he fairly answer'd. 
And that you look upon your reading them in 
manuscript, and this way of seeing them in print, 
as an. instance of real friendship, gives me great 
satisfaction. As for public influence, if they have 
any, I hope it will be a good one. But my expec- 
tations of that kind are not near so sanguine as 
they once were. Indeed, human nature, in its 
genuine habit and constitution, is adapted to very 
powerful impressions from this sort of entertain- 
ment ; but, in the present state of manners and 
opinions, it is almost solely on the retir'd and stu- 
dious of nature that this effect can be looked for ; 
for hardly any besides these have been able to pre- 
serve the genuine habit of the mind in any tolerable 
degree. I am, dear Sir, yoar most obedient and 
most humble servant, " M. Akinside." 



Here, probably, he alludes to his "Odes on 
Several Subjects," which had been published more 
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than two^ months before the date of this letter, 
and which require particular notice, though they 
have not obtained Uie slightest mention from Mr. 
Eucke, They are prefaced by an Advertisement 
worthy of preservation:— "The following Odes 
were written at very distant intervals, and with a 
view to very different manners of expression and 
versification. The author pretends chiefly to the 
merit of endeavouring to be correct, and of carefully 
attending to the beat models. From what the 
ancients have left of this kind, perhaps the Ode 
may be allowed the most amiable species of 
poetry; but certainly there is none which in 
modern languages has beea generally attempted 
with so little success. For the perfection of lyric 

1 Quarto, price la. Gd. See List of Books for Maroh, 1746, 
in the Gent. Mag. This tract oimslsta of fifty-four pages, and 
has the fi>llowing motto from Pindar: — 

;^pBflto £5j:oi>TOi, ncSioii i'hcpoi 

X9ovt yvm ffoS.in/'ai- 
/i\ aiveuv olvjirii, /M/l- 

Anotlier ediOon of these Odes, in 8mall octavo, was printed in 
the aame year. Horaoe Walpole writes to Sir H. Mami, March 
Wih, 1?46; " There is anoUier of these tama geninaes, a Mr. 
Akenside, who writes odes i In one he has iately published, he 
says, 'Light the tapers, urge the fire,' Had you not rather 
malie gods .josHa hi the darlc, than light the eandles for fear 
they should brealt flieir heads? " —Letters, fc. ii. 82. Wnl- 
pole's editor, in a kindred spirit, calls the Pictures of Imagi- 
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poetry depends, beyond that of any other, on the 
beauty of words and the gracefulness of numbers ; 
in both which respects the ancients had infinite 
advantages above us. A consideration which will 
alleviate the author's disappointment, if he, too, 
should be found to have miscarried," The con- 
tents of this tract are: I. AHusion to Horace 
[now entitled Preface to Odes, Book I.]. II. On 
Uie Winter Solstice. III. Against Suspicion. IV. 
To a Gentleman whose Mistress had married an 
Old Man [now entitled To a Friend Unsuccessful 
in Love]. V. Hymn to Cheerfulness. VI. On 
the Absence of the Poetic Inclination [now enti- 
tled To the Muse], VII. To a Friend on the 
Hazard of Failing in Love [now entitled On Love, 
to a Friend]. VUI. On Leaving HoOand. IX. 
To Sleep, X. On Lyric Poetry, A new edition 
of these Odes, materially altered and improved, 
was published in 1760; and, after the author's 
death, they were again reprinted, with still farther 
alterations, in that collection of his various Odea 
which he had leil behind him for the press. How 
the text, as finally arranged, differs from that of the 
first edition, the following quotations wiD evince. 
A celebrated stanaa in the Ode " On the Winter 
now read thus: — 



" Hence the loud city's busy throngs 
Urge thn warm bowl and splendid fire ; 
Harmonious dances, festive songs, 
Against tlxe spitafiil licaven coxLspire. 
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M^imtinie peiiiaps, nitli t«nder fears, 
Soma villKge-dame the curfaw hears, 
While round Iha hearth her ohadrBn play : 
At morn (hea father went abroad | 
The moon is sunk, and deep tie road; 
She sighs, and wonders at his stay." 

It Stood in the edition of 1745 : — 

"Now, through the town, proraiscuoiK throng 
Urge the warm bowl and ruddy fire j 
Harmonious dances, fisstiTe sooga. 
To chaim the midnight hours conspire. 
WJule, mute and shtinlting with her fsara, 
Each blast tiie cottage-matron hears. 
As o'er the heM'th she sits alone; 
At morn lier bridagroom went ahroanii 
The night is darli, and deep the road ; 
She sighs, and wishes him at home." 

The Ode " To a Friend Unsuccessful in 
now ends thus : — 

" just esoap'd fbe laitlilesB main, 
Though driTan nnwilling oa the laid, 
To guide your favoui'd steps again, 
Behold your t-etter Genius stand ! 
Where Tmtli revolves her page divine. 
Where Vurtue leads to Honour's shrine, 
Behold he hits his awfiil handl 

" Fix but on these your rulii^ wm. 
And Time, (be aire of manly cam, 
Will Fancy's dazzling colonrs tame, 
A soberer dress will Beauty wear; 
Then sh^ Esteem, by Knowledge led, 
Enthrone within your heart and head 
Some happier love, soma truer fair." 
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It formerly concluded : — 

" just esoap'iJ tlie faithless mmn, 
Though driven nnwUling on the land. 
To guida your &vour'd steps again, 
Behold your better Geniiia aland ! 
Where Plato's olive courts your eye. 
Where Homden's laurel blooms on high. 
He life his heaven-directed hood. 

" When these are blended on your brow, 
TJie willow will be nam'd no more ; 
Or if tliat love-deserted bough 
The pitying, laughing ^rla deplore, 
Yet still shan I most freely swear 
Yoor dress bas much a batter air 
Than all that ever bridegroom wore." 

Id the Ode " On Lyric Poetry " we now 1 

" Yet then did Pleasure's lawless throng. 
Oft rushmg forth in loose attire, 
Thy virgin dance, thy graoeflil song, 
Pollute with impious revels dire. 
fair, chaste ! thy echoing shade 
May no foul discord here invade j 
Nor let thy strings one accent move, 
Except what Earth's untroubled ear, 
'Mid all her social tribes, may hear. 
And Heaven's unerring throne approve," 

The lines were ori^nally : — 

" But oft amid the Grecian throng. 

The loose-rob'd forms of wild Desire, 
■ With lawless notes intnn'd thy song, 
To shameful steps dissolv'd thy quire. 
O Mr, O chaste, be still with me 
From such profener discord tVee; 
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WUIb I frequent thy tnaefnl shade, 
No frantic shauts of Thraoian dames, 
No Satyrs AercB witli Eavage flames. 
Thy pleasing aecente sliall inrade." 

When this collection first appeared, the Odes of 
Collins and Gray had not been published ; and it 
therefore formed (with all ita imperfections) the 
moat valuable aeceasion which the lyric poetry of 
England had received since Dryden's time, if we 
except the aingle Ode of Pope.' 

Concerning the Ode "Against Suspicion," we 
are told by Mr. Bncke that it was addreased to a 
self-tormenting friend, who had been seized with 
groundless jealouay, becauae his wife used to 
indulge in certain " innocent freedoms " with her 
male acquaintances, and who, in his distress, had 
applied to Akenside for advice.^ 

1 Of the maaa of nonEense, which, nnder tha HUe of" Pio- 
dario Odea," was poured oat towards the close of the seveu- 
teeuth and dnriog tha earlj pait nf ths eigliteenth contiuy, 
the reader who has not esimnned it can ham no conception. 
The ve.ry worst piece tf the k nd I Prer met with is a long 
Ode by Theobald, On the Unioi printed in 1707, which 



Yet in an intiraate aoqnojntance with Grecian and early 
English pootry, Theobald excelled most of hia contempora- 

a Life of Akenside, 4D. Mr. Buoke does not give his antho- 
ritrf fin the anecdote. 
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That our author, after quitting Noi'thampton, 
i to try his fortune as a physician at 
id, has been already noticed. In Febru- 
, 1747, Mr Hardinge' resigned his office of 
Clerk to the House ot Commons, in favor of Mr. 
Dyson, foi six thousand pounds ; and the latter, 
biddmg adieu to the bar, purchased a villa at 
North End, Hampstead, for the purpose of intro- 
ducing Aken^ide to the chief persona in the neigh- 
bourhood. '■ There," says Sir John Hawkins, " they 
dwelt together during the summer season, fre- 
quenting the long room, and all dubs, and assem- 
blies of the inliabitants " ' But, if we may believe 
the statements of this wnter, who knew him well, 
ALenside, bj a w int ot " discretion," frustrated 
the kind endeavours of Mr Dyson to forward his 
views At die meLtings just mentioned, which 
weie attended by wealthy persons of ordinary 
endowments, who could only talk of the occurrences 
of the day, he made an oatentatioua display of that 
talent for conversation which had distinguished 
him in more enlightened society, became involved 
in disputes that betrayed him into a contempt of 
those who differed from his opinions, was taunt- 
ingly reminded of bis low birth and dependence 
on Mr. Dyson, and was reduced to the necessity 
of asserting in plain terms that he was a gentle- 

1 Sea sm acoonivt of this eentlaman, Mr. Nuiioli3 Hsnimge, 
in Nichols's EluaL of Lit. Hist, ill, B. 
a Life of Johnaon, 24S, ed. 1J8T. 
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man. By a residence of about tno years and a 
half at Hampstead, he gamed nothing but the con- 
viction that he had chosen a situation which did 
not suit him. Mi Dyson, therefore, piited with 
his villa at North End, settled his iru'nd in a 
small but handsome house m Bloomsbury Square, 
London ; and, with a generosity almost unexampled, 
allowed him annually such a sum of money (stated 
to have been three hundred pounds)^ as enabled 
him to keep a chariot, and to command the com- 
forts and elegancies of life. 

Mr. Bucke has suppressed the observations of 
Hawkins on Akenside's want of success at Hamp- 
stead, and attributes it entirely to the insolence 
of the purse-proud inhabitants, whom the high- 
minded poet would not stoop to court. They 
were, perhaps, not a little supercilious and over- 
bearing ; but the tone assumed by Mr. Bucke in 
treating the subject could only be warranted by 
his having resided among them at the period in 
question, and having frequently witnessed their 
behaviour towards Akenside.^ 

1 The sum wds probably greater. Sir John Hawkins says, 
that Mr. DjBon " assigned for his support such a pari of Ida 
incotae as enabled him to keep a chariot," Id. 244; and Mr. 
Justice Hardingii, in some anecdotes which will be afterwards 
^van in this Memoir, asserts that Akenside " lived incompara- 
bly weU." 

* " They required to be sought ; thoir wives and daughfara 
expaoted to be CBcorted and flattereil, and their sons to he 
treated with an air of obligation," &o. — Ufe of AkenAie, 70, 
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To return to the notice of his works. In 1746 
he wrote his truly classical " Hymn to the Maiads," ' 
and (according to Mr. Eucke) his Ode " To the 
Evening Star;"" he also contributed to Dodsley'a 
excellent periodical publication, "The Museum, 
or Literary and Historical Register," severaj 
prose-papers, which deserve to be reprinted, and 
from which I regret that the necessary shortness 
of this Memoir will not allow rae to offer some 
extracts ; viz. On Correctness,* The Table of 
Modern Fame — a Vision,* Letter from a Swiss 
Gentleman on English Liberty,^ and The Balance 
of Poets.' In 1747 he composed a couple of 
stanzas "On a Sermon against Glory,"' and an 

1 First pjinted in Dodsley's Coll. of PoBmE, vol. vi. 1T68. 

a Life of Ateiiside, 52. — PrinWd, without a dalo, In Mr. 
Dyson's edition of bja Poems, 1772. 

Husenm, i. 84. — Two pussages of iliis Essay are cited by 
J. Wartnn (Pope's Works, i. 26i, iv. IflOjj and Mr. Buoke, not 
knowing aom what piece thoy were darived, supposes that 
WartoQ quoted &om the converaation of Akenside ! — i*/o 
of Aleasiile^ 105. 

* Musenm, i. 491. — It is an imitation of the eighty-flrst 
nnmber of " Tlie Tatler." J. ■Warton (Pope's "Worlta, ii. B3), 
attnhuHnft it to Akensida, says, " The guests ai'e introdnoed 
and ranged with that taste and judgment which is peculiar to 
the author " It is strange that Akenside should have omitted 
to introdnoe (though he quot«a) Shakespeare in this Vision. 

6 Mnseum, ii. 161. — On the anthority of Mr. A. ChalmerB 
(Biog. Diet. art. AJceneide), who possesses J. Walton's copy of 
" The Museum! " see Brit Poets, sviii. 78. 

e Mnseum, ii, 165 (mispaged). — On the authority of Isaac 
Reed. 

' Printed in Mr. Dyson's editioD of his Poems, 1772. 
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" Ode to the Earl of Huntingdon," which was pub- 
lished in the following ^ year, and is perhaps the 
most perfect of his efforts in lyric poetry. About 
the same time, he composed his " Ode to Caleb 
Hardinge, M.D."^a talented and eccenfric charac- 
ter, of whom, in connection with our poet, some 
anecdotes will he afterwards related. Mr, Dyson, 
we have already seen, had succeeded this gentle- 
man's brother, Mr. Hardinge, as Clerk to the 
House of Commons ; and Akenside had conse- 
quently become acquainted witii various members 
of the Hardinge family. . The Ode " To Sir 
Francis Henry Drake "° was produced, I appre- 
hend, at neaily the same period In 17-ifl he 
wrote "The Eemonslrin(,e of Shakcsptarf sup- 
posed to have been spoken it the Theatre Royil, 
while the French comedians were actmg by sub- 
scription,"* a piece only remaikable for its ilh- 
berality 

Akenside was about the age of tnentyaeven, 
when, rendered easy in his circumsl inces bj the 
annual gntuity ot Mr Dyson, he finally took up 
his abode m the raptiopoh'i Thenceforth his 
exeitions to advance himnelf in his piolession 
appear to have been uniemitting Though he 
occasionally imused his leisure by composing 
poetty, he gave little ot it to the press , and pub- 

1 Quarto, price Is. See List of Books for .Tanuniy, 174S, in 
the Gent M»£. 

2 Printed in Mr. DjBOn's edition of his Poems, 1772. 
* Printed ibid. * Printed Slid, 
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listed, from time to time, various medical essays. 
Hia reputation and pnctice continued to mciease 
till his death, but it la certain that he never 
atfamed the highest rank in his profession, and 
that hiSi services were never in much request,* 
" A physician m a great city," ohserves Johnson, 
"seems to be the mere plaything ot foitaae, his 
degree of reputation is, for the most part, totally 
casual: they that employ him know not his excel- 
lence ; they that reject him know not hia deficience 
By any acute observer, who hid looked on the 
transactions of the medical woild for half a cen 
tury, a very curious hook might be written on the 
'Fortune of Physicians.'"* According to Sir 
John Hawkins, Akenside's endeavours to hetome 
popular were defeated by the high opmion which 
he everywhere manifested of himself, his want of 
condescension to those of infeiiot talents, md his 
lowe of political controversy. At Tom's Coffee 
houae in Devereux Court, which he frequented in 
the winter evenings, and which was then the resort 
of various eminent men, he would engage in dis- 

1 The newspapacs wliioli announce his decease describe 
himaa " a piysioiiui of very extensiyc practice j " and Kippia, 
in Ihe Biog. Brit, aiys, "la a oourBe of «me, Dr. Aienside 
came into vary oonaideraljle reputation and praeUoe." On the 
oontnuy, tiBBidea tlie statements of Dr. Johnson end Sir John 
Hawkins, It is positively asserted hy his friend, Mr. Justice 
Hardinga, that "he certcdnlyhad no businesB or fixme" hs a 
medical man: see some aaecdotes afterwards cited in tliia 
Memoir. 

3 Life of Akenside^ 
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putes, chiefly ou literature and politics, that fixed 
on his character the stamp of haughtiness and self- 
conceit. 

Among the company who used to assemble 
there, was a Utile deformed personage, named 
Eallow ; a lawyer without practice, holding a 
place in the exchequer ; vulgar and ill-tempered, 
but of deep and extensive learning. He envied 
the eloquence which Akenside displayed in con- 
versation, hated what he thought his republican 
principles, and affected lo treat bim as a pretender 
to literature. A violent dispute having arisen 
between then), Akenside, in consequence of some 
expressions uttered by Ballow, demanded an apo- 
logy ; which not being able to obtain, he sent his 
adversary a written challenge. Though Ballow 
wore a sword of remarkable length, he had no 
inclination to use it : he declined an answer ; and, 
in spite of Akenside's repeated attempts to see 
him, kept close in his lodgings, till the interposition 
of friends had adjusted their difference. Akenside, 
however, gained little reputation for courage by 
this afiair : it was settled, not by the concessions 
of his adversary, but by their mutual obstinacy, — 
the one refusing to flght in the morning, the other 
in the afternoon.^ " Tet," adds Sir John Hawkins, 

1 Thera is truth in tJie ramaik of Mr. Buoka, that " lo chal- 
lenge n man like BsiUow must have heen s, puiiiBhmcnt to tli9 
aenaitise mind of AkeaaidB, in itself sufficient, fbr having giyen 
B'ay to a weakness so unworthy of a post of high rank, and 
more especially a philosopher of no mean order." — Ljfe o^ 
Mentide, 17e. 
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who writes with no unfriendly feeling towards our 
poet, " where theie wis no competition for applause 
or literary reputation, he was an easy companion, 
and would bear with such rudeness as would have 
angered iimu=t any one. Saxby, of the Custom- 
touse, who was every evening at Tom's, and, by 
the blunlnesfi ot his behaviour, and the many 
ehiewd aaymgs he was used to utter, had acquired 
the privilege of Ihereitea, of saying whatever he 
would, was once in my hearing inveighing against 
the protession of physic, which Akenside took 
upon him. to defend This railer, after laboring 
to piove fiiat itWM all imposture, concluded his 
discourse with this sentiment : ' Doctor,' said he, 
* aftei all you liave said, my opinion of the profes- 
sion of phj sic IS this, — the ancients endeavoured 
to make it a science and failed, and the modems to 
make it a trade and have succeeded.' Akenside 
took his sarcasm m good pait, and joined in the 
laugh which it occasioned ...Akenside was a 
man of religion and atrict virtue, a philosopher, a 
scholar, and a fine poet His conversation was of 
the most delightful kind, learned, instructive, and, 
without any affectation of wit, cheerful and enter- 
taming. One of the pleasantest days of my life I 
passed with him, Mr. Dyson, and another friend, at 
Putney bowling-green house, where a neat and 
elegant dinner, the enlivening sunshine of a sum- 
mer's day, and the view of an unclouded sky, w:ere 
the least of our gratifications. In perfect good- 
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humour with himself and all around him, he seemed 
to feel a joy that he lived, and poured out his 
gratulations to tiie great Dispenser of al! felicity 
in expressions that Plato himself might have 
uttered on such an occasion. In convei^ations 
with select irienda, and those whose course of 
study iiad been nearly the same with his own, it 
was an usual thing with him, in libations to the 
memory of eminent men among the ancients, to 
bring their characters into view, and thereby give 
occasion to expatiate on those particulars of their 
lives that had rendered them famous : his method 
was to arrange them into three classes, — philo- 
sophers, poets, and legislators. 

"That a character thus formed should fail of 
recommending itself to general esteem, and of 
procuring to the possessor of it those benefits 
which it is in the power of mankind to bestow, 
may seem a wonder ; but it is often seen that ne- 
gative qualities are more conducive to this end 
than positive; and that, with no higher a character 
than is attainable by any one who with a studious 
taciturnity will keep his opinions to himself, con- 
form to the practice of others, and entertain 
neither friendship for nor enmity against any one, 
a competitor for the good opinion of the world, 
Day for emoluments and even dignities, stands a 
better chance of success than one of the most 
established reputation for learning and ingenuity. 
The truth of this observation Akenside himself 
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lived to experience, who, in a competition for tlie 
place of phjsiGian to the Charter-house, was un- 
able to prevail against an obscure man, devmd of 
every quality that might serve to recommend bim, 
and whose sole merit was that of being distantly 
related to the late Lord Holland." ' 

Akenside's practice, Mr. Bucke informs us, was 
obstructed by hia dislike of being aU things to all 
men, and in a stiO greater degree by Hs fame as 
a poet" I believe that it was greatly impeded by 
his forbidding manner to strangers: he was ex- 
cessively stiff and formal ; and if any one ventured 
to smile in the apartmenta of the sick, he checked 
them with a frown,' Some anecdotes, which 
charge him with cruelty to hospital-patients, wiU 
be afterwards dted. That he was a scientific and 
acute physician,' is testified by his works, which 
I have heard more thaji one member of the pro- 
fession mention in terms of praise. 

Among bis friends, and, it should seem, his pa- 
tients, he now included the Honourable Charles 
Townshend, who, for his parliamentaty eloquence, 
has been termed by Burke " a prodigy," and who, 
at a later period, became Chancellor of the Ex- 



I Life of JohiiBon, pp. 24^-248, ed. 1T87. 

a LifeofAkanside, 66. 

8 So a Mr. Meyrick told Mi'. Bucke. B. 23. 

* Mr. JusHce Hardinge thought othciwisa (see Boma^ 
dotes afterwacdB quoted !n thiB Memoir) ; but Ms opini 
flie subject carries no wdght. 
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chequer. To this distinguished slatesman Aken- 
sjde addressed two Odea, the longer of whicli is 
dated 1750;' but, from some unknown cause, their 
friendship Bubsequently ceased. " Sir," said John- 
son to Boswell, " a man is YCry apt to complain 
of the ingratitude of those who have risen far 
above him. A man when he gets into a higher 
sphere, into other habits of life, cannot keep up 
a]l his former connections. Then, air, those who 
knew him formerly upon a level with themselves 
may think that they ought stiil to be treated as on 
a level, which cannot be ; and an acquaintance in 
a former situation may bring out things which it 
would be very disagreeable to have mentioned 
before higher company, though perhaps every- 
body knows of them," Boswell presently adds: 
" Dr. Johnson's remark as to the jealousy enter- 
tained of our friends who rise far above us, is 
certainly very just. By this was withered the 
early friendship between Charles Townshend and 
Akenside." The recent editor of Boswell's work 
justly observes that "this is no appropriate in- 
stance. Charles Townshend, — the nephew of the 
prime minister, — the son of a peer, who was se- 
cretary of state, and leader of the House of 
Lords, — was as much above Akenside in their 
earliest days, as at any subsequent period ; nor 
was Akenside in rank inferior to Dr. Broekleshury, 

* Both printed in Mr. DysoQ'a edition of Ms Poems, 1772. 
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with wtom Cliarles Townahend continued in inti- 
mate friendahip to the end of his life."' 

In 1750 (according to Mr. Enelie), he also ad- 
dressed an Odo " To William HaU, Esq. with the 
Works of Chaulieti."= 'Mr. Hall belonged to the 
Middle Temple, and moved in the hest society; 
composed verses of considerable elegance, and 
was the intimate friend of Marldand-/ hut in li- 
centiousness of life be seems to have exceeded 
the French Abbe whose poems were presented to 

In 1751, on the appearance of a work fi^m 
the pen of Frederic, king of Prussia, entitled 
" Memoires pour servir a I'Histoire de la Maison 
de Brandebourg," Akenside wrote a short Ode 

1 BoaweU's Life of Johnson, ed. Cfofcer, jli, 367-8. Mr. 
Bocka OBielessly attribntea to Johnson the I'enmrk of BosweU, 
on the iViBndship of Townsheiid and our poet.— ii/e qf 
ikffimds, 117. 

2 Printed in Mr, Dyson's edition of his Poems, 1772, whera 

S To Mr. Ball, at whose expanae it wss originally printed, 
Mmkliuid dadioated his treatise " De Gcseoormn Qninln Decli- 
nationa Imparisyllabica," &o. Hall frequented Tom's Coffee- 
house in DevereUK Court (Nichols's Lit. An. iy. 327), where 
perlmps Akensida beoame acquainted "witli liim. He feU mto 
a wretched state of idiotoy, and died a maniac at Batli in 
1T66. For pleasing specimens of his poetical powers, see two 
copies of verses to Miss Lawrence in Dodslay's Coll. of Foams, 
y 218 329, — "Vacation," "To a Lady yery handsome, but 
too fond of dress," and " Anaoreon," Ode iii. M. yl. 1B3-172, 
ed.l783,-alsoa"Sonnet on Lauder's Forgeries, to Nicholas 
Harduiga," in Hiobols'a Lit. An. yiiL 520. 
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" To the Author," ^ &c., exposing the dangerous 
tendency of certain passages ; also an " Ode to 
Thomas Edwards," on Warburton's edition of 
Pope's Works, which will he more particularly 
mentioned when we arrive at the period of ita 
publication. 

During the same year, he was held up to ridi- 
cule in the " Peregrine Pickle " of Smollett, who, 
though his propensity to personal satire scarcely 
needed such incitement, is said to have been 
piqued at some reflections^ which the poet had 
cast on Scotland, soon after his retuni from Edin- 
burgh. That the ode-writing " Doctor," who raves 
about liberty, and treats his friends to an enter- 
tainment in the manner of the ancienls, was 
intended for a caricature of Akenside, would have 
been evident enough, even if the pedant had not 
been made to quote, as his own composition, two 
lines from the " Ode to the Earl of Huntingdon." ' 

In 1753, Akenside was admitted by mandamus 

T- Printed in Mr. Dyson's edition of Ilia Poems, 1772. 

a Moore's Life of Smollett, oxsiii. 

s " fool! la ikids the vum, wSdsb nugjfe wund naal grayi 
tt^niever yonder liars surnej — Pray, Mr. Pallet, what Is yont 
opinion of lliat imags of the mind grasping tlie whole umverse? 
For my own part, I can't help thinking it the most happy con- 
ception that ever entered my imagination." — Par. Pickle, ii. 
110, ed. 1761, — and Smollett's Works [by Moore), iii. S30.— 
Desirous, it ehoold seem, of repairing the injustice he had dona 
to onr author, Smollett, in the Continnatioii of the Complete 
Hist, of England, says, " Akenside and Armstrong excelled in 
^da«tic poetry," iv, 136. 
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to a Doctor's Degree at Cambridge, and elected 
Fellow of the Koyal Society ; in 1754 he became 
Fellow of the College of Physicians.' 

That he was unwHIing to cross the paths of Ms 
old antagonist, appears from the following note to 
Dr. Birch : ^ — 

"Deak Sik, — I return you thanks for the 
pleasure which I have had m reading these two 
books. 

1 See Ciaaab. Orad. — Mr. Bnoke erroneonsly states that ha 
took his Cambridge degree soon aflur returning fi-om Holland. 
Uf6 of Meimd^, 173. — The date of Ms election by the Royal 
SociBty I owe to J. HudBDn, Esq. For the following .eslraotB 
from the annals of the College of PhysloiaiiB, I hare to thank 
Dr. Francis Hawkins, their Eegietrar; — 

"nfiliMsySd 
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Heberden, Cose, end William Pilcidtni Bt. Eeeve bftog Pre- 

a Lettars to Dr. Birch, 4300, in the Brit. Mus. 



iiMP^h, Google 



LIFE OP AKHNSIDE. 63 

"I see this instant, in the Public Advertiser, 
that Dr. Warburion is made King's Chaplain, and 
enters into waiting immediately. Can you tell me 
whether this be true? If there be any haKard of 
finding him at Kensington, I shall not cbuse to go 
thither to-day. I am your affectionate humble 
servant, " M. Akekside." 

" Bloomsb. Square, 

" Saturday Morn. [Sept. 28, 1764]." 

His encomiastic " Ode to the Bishop of ■Winches- 
ter'" bears date the same year. This prelate 
was the celebrated conti-overaiahat. Dr. Hoadlcy, 
whose political opiaiona accorded with the poet's. 

In June,' 1766, Aiienside read the Gulstonian 
Lectures before the College of Physicians; a por- 
tion of which, on the origin and use of the lym- 
phatic vessels in animals, was again read at a 
meeting of the Royal Society, and printed in the 
Philosophical Transactions for 1757.' Next year 

1 Printed in the sixth Tolume of Dodsley's CoU. of Poiims, 
1758. 

2 See tlie two foilowing notes. Bnt Dr. Francis Hawkins, 
Eegistoiir to tlie CoUege, informs me, tliai, aocoi-ding to the 
entries in tlieir amals, Akentide read the Gnlstonian Lectures 
on May 38, 29, and 30. 

8 Vol. L. Part I, p. 822 ;— " Otservaaons on the Origin and 
Use of the Lymphatio Vessels of Animals; being an extraot 
from the Gnlstonian Leotnrea, read in the Theatre of the Col- 
lege of PhyddanB of London, in Jnne, 176B i " consisting of sis 
pages. In consequence of a coispiint in this esaay, Akenside 
wrot« the following letter to the anthor of " Clarissa,'' who, it 
maybe neoessiirj to inform some readers, wsa a printer; — 
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lie published a short pamphlet,' in reply fo certain 
anunadversions on tkia essay by Dr. Alexander 

To Hr. RiOEAEDaoN, in S^Qbnrj Oourt, FIeat-a4n:ecL. 

" Sir, — I retnru you many tlisuks for sending mo the ahaet 
about wMoli 1 wrote to yon. I find in it an erraitim of that un- 
lucky sort, wUch does not make absolute nonsense, but only 
uonveys a false and abauid idea. Tliesheetis maTk'd Tt; and 
in page 828, and line ninth from the bottom, itream is printed 
instead of lieam. If you can witliont much trouble either print 
Uiis as on erratam, or I'attier let somebody «ith a stroke of a 
pen blot ont liie r, as the sheets are dried, I should he greatly 
oblig'd. I am, Su', with true respect, your most humble servant, 
" M. J 



1 " Notes on the Postaoript to a Pamphlet enUtled ' Obaerva- 
tiona Anatomieal and Pbysioio^oal, &o., by Alexander Monro, 
Junior, M. D. Proffessor of Anatomy, Sec, Edinburgh, Augnat, 
MDCCLViii.'" 1)6S, Svo, pp. 2*, price 6d. — Onr author writes 
ill the third person, and commences Ite tract with tiiis dear 
statement of facta: "Dr. Afceoside did, it seems, so long ago 
as June lJ55, in certain annual iecturaa which he read in Us 
turn at Uie College of Pl^icians, advance a naw theory con- 
cerning these [lymphatic] veBsei's ; a theory which he had at 
first drawn out for himself, and of which, before that time, no 
mention had been made to the public. He did not then print 
any part of what he iiad read ; thinking perhaps that his nolion 
was aiieady eufficienUy made known by being stated at a pub- 
lic lecture before a numerous audience of physicians and olier 
persons qualified to judge of wiiat he advano'd, and with an 
exphcit account of tiie eyidence on which ha founded it. Some 
time atterwards, when a dispute about this very pomt had mi- 
sen between two other gentlemen, each of them fbr iiimself 
laying claim to the discoyery, Dr. A. whs prevailed upon to 
^ve in at a meeting of the Eoyal Society so much of his lec- 
tures as related to the subject in question. Accordingly tills 
was read as a passage taken from those ieotnres, the same title 
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Monro of Edinburgh, among which was an insinua- 
tion that Akenside's theory was derived from Ms 
treatise, " De Glandulis Ljmphaticis." 

Here may be introduced another abort note' to 
Dr. Birch : — 

"Dear Sie, — Have you got the letters con- 
cerning Hume's History? I grudge to buy them. 
If you have them, and can spare them so long, I 
should be mucb oblig'd if you would let me have 
them a few hours. I am a sort of invalid, just 
enough to confine me. Your affectionate, humble 
servant, "M. Akenside." 

1, irs6]. 

On the 7th, 8th, and 9th of September," 1756, 
he read the Croonian Lectures before the College 
of Physicians. According to Kippis,^ their subject 
was the History of the Eevival of Learning, to 
which some of the members objected as "foreign 
to the institution;" and Akenside, after three lec- 
tures, gave up the task in disgust. 

being then prefixed to it vihidh it now bears in print. End EOva- 
ral gentlemen being than present who hsid formerly heard the 
lectures ttiemselves. The paper was pnblished by the oounoil 
of liie sooiaty." Monro's treatise on flie Lymphatics, from 
which ha iiiEinnatad that Aken«de borrowed his ideas, did not 
arrive m England HU 1756. 

1 Letters to Dr. Bhoh, 4800, in the Brit. Mu3. 

2 From the information of Dr. Francis Hawldns, Registrar 
to the College of Physicians. 

B Biog. Brit. 
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The flrat book of hia remodelled » Pleasures of 
Imagination" is dated 1757 The poem, says Mr. 
Dyson, appealed onainaUy it a very early pait 
of the author's life That it wanted revision and 
correction he was suaciently sensible; "but so 
quick was the demand fot several successive re- 
publications, that m any of the intervals to have 
completed the whole of his corrections was utterly 
impossible; and yet to have gone on from time to 
time in making farther improvemeats in every new 
edition, would, he thought, have had the appear- 
ance at least of abusing the favour of the public: 
he chose, therefore, to continue for some time re- 
prinliiig it without alteration, and to forbear pub- 
lishing any corrections or improvements until he 
should be able at once to give them to the public 
complete; and with this view he went on for 
several years to review and correct the poem at his 
leisure, till at length he found the task grow so 
much upon his hands, that, despau^ng of ever being 
able to execute it sufficiehfly to his own satisfac- 
tion, he abandoned the purpose of correcting, and 
resolved to write the poem over anew, upon a 
somewhat different and an enlarged plan."^ 

In 1758 ^ he endeavour.ed to excite the martial 
1 Advertiaement to Mr. DyBon'a eflitjoa of Akendde'a 
Poems, 17T2. 

a Quarto, priee ed. : see List of Booka for March, 1T68, m 
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spirit of the nation by an " Ode to the Country 
Gentlemen of England." " Mr. Elliott, father of 
Lord Minto," says the late Mr. Justice Hardinge,^ 
"made an admirahle speech in support of the 
Scotch Militia, which I liad the good fortune to 
hear when 1 was a boy ; and it was reported, that, 
when commended as lie was on every side for that 
performance, ' If I wai4 above myself,' he answered, 
' I can account for it ; for I had been animated by 
the sublime Ode of Dr. Akenaide.' " 

He, soon aft«r,^ suffered a severe attack of 
sickness ; on the abatement of which, he removed, 
for change of air, to Goulder's Hill, the seat of 
Mr. Dyson ; and, during a short stay under that 
friendly roof, he composed his " Ode on Recover- 
ing," &c,, which contains an elegant allusion to the 
recent marriage of his patron. 

Few miacellanies had been so favourably re- 
ceived by the public aa Dodsley's CoUection of 

Whitehead, the lanraat, pubUshed at the same time " Verses to 
the People of England." On tliaaa two elTusionB Bytom 
wrote arane rhyming "Bamarks," in ■which he sajs: — 
" Really these Sghaiig poflla want o lulor, 
To ™Dh them ultra erewdain ne tittor: 

Ex HeticimB sangmttem ite hattriat t 
Xhougb blDDd and nounas iofeot its limpid etnam, 
It ahoum run olear before they ring a tiiame." 
1 In a long letter oonceming Akenaide (the reet of which 
will be aflerwards quoted). — Mdtoli'a 111. of Lit Hid. viii. 634. 
i '^ My hBn>T which IiUb neoaadeA o^er ths land 
The Yidce of glory," &c. 

Ode m Becmeritig from a p of mcknest m the Omniry, 1768, 
printed in Mr. Dyaon's edition of his Poems, 17J3. 
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Poems ; and, in consequence of its undiminished 
popuhiity, it was eniarged by two additional vo- 
lumes in 1758.^ To the sixth volume Akenside 
contributed a " Hymn to the Naiads ; " " Ode to 
the Earl of Huntingdon ; " " Ode to the Bishop of 
Winchcbtei ;" "Inscription for a Grotto;" "For 
a Statue of Chaucer at Woodstock;" one begin- 
ning " Whoe'er thou art," &c. ; " For a Statue of 
Shakespeare ; 1' " On William the Third ; " " For a 
Column at Eunnymede ; " and an Ode, " If rightly 
tuneful bards decide," &c. None of these pieces, 
except the second in the list, had previously 
appeared, 

A publication of this year (1758), addressed to 

1 Doiisloy's Collection appiwed first, in three volnmes, in 
1748 ; the foni-tli Yotame oarae out in 1756 i the flfth and sisth 
volumas were published in 176S. 

Gray'B ramarka on the "Pleasures of Iinaguia9on" have 
been tdreadj cited (sea page 21, note, of this Memoir). In 
March, 1758, be writes thus to Dr. Wharton : — " Then here 
is the Miscellany (Mr. Dodslej has sent me the whole set gilt 
and lettered, I thank hiro). Why, the two last Tolumes are 
worse than the four first: partioulaily Dr. Akenside ia in a 
deplorable way. What signifies Learning and the Ancients 
(Mason will say taiuropbantly), why should people read Greek 
to lose their imagination, fliaiv ear, and their mother-tongue ? " 
Memmra of Gray iy Masoa, 281, ed. 1776. — Could such a 
scholar as Gray be insensible to the clssaio beauty of the 
"Hymn to the Naiads," and the " Inscriptions " of Akenside ? 

Mr. Buoke, on the authority of Sir Grey Cooper, states that 
Iha Inscription, " Whoe'er thou art," &o., tells MtMuily the 
melancholy ti-te of a young gentleman, named Weybridge, who 
came early into possession of a small property in the ooxmty 
of Horthnmberiand. — I^fe of Mermde, 88. 
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our author, must not pass unnoticed. It ia t!ie 
"Call of Aristippus,"' an Epistle in rhyme, bj 
the ingenious John Gilbert Cooper, who, designa- 
ting Akenside as the "Twofold Disciple of Apollo," 
assures him that in Elysium Plato and Virgil shall 
weave him a never-fading crown, while Lucretius, 
Pindar, and Horace shall willingly yield him pre- 
cedence. The panegyric is rendered worthless by 
its extravagance. 

In January, 1759, Akenside was appointed as- 
sistant Physician to St. Thomas's Hospital, and, 
two months after, principal Physician. In the 
same year he became assistant Physician to 
Christ's Hospital. Of hia behaviour, in his offi- 
cial capacity, at the former institution, the follow- 
ing anecdotes are preserved. As they must tend 
to lower him in the estimation of the reader, I 
transcribe them with a feeling of reluctance ; but 
I should not have thought myself justified in sup- 
pressing them, as Mr. Bucke has done, even if 
they had been derived from a less respectable 
source than the "Memoirs of Dr. Lettsom." I am 
willing, however, to believe that practice at an 
hospital may frequently present occurrences to 
disturb the temper of the mildest physician. 

Letfsom, when a young man, says Mr. Pettl- 

1 It was a sequel to ihree " Epistles to the Great, from 
ArialippU3 in Eeflrement," 4to. Cooper had previously mon- 
tioaed Akenside with absurdiy exa^erated commendatioii in 
" Letters ooQoeming Taste : " see ed. I76B, p, 101. 
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grew, « entered [at St. Thomas's Hospital] as a 
surgeon's dresser, under Benjamin Cowell, Esq. 
The otker surgeons were Mr. Baker and Mr. 
Smith, men of no great eminence. The phy- 
sicians were Akenside, Russell, and Grieve. 
Lettsom was early fond of poetry, and had read 
the 'Pleasures of Imaginatioa' with admiration. 
He aatidpated great pleasure in coming under 
the author's notice; for, by a sma31 premium, a 
surgeon's pupil is admitted lo the practice of the 
Physicians of the Hospital. Great, however, was 
his disappointment in finding Dr. Akenside the 
most supercilious and unfeeling physician that he 
had hitherto known. If the poor affrighted pa- 
tients did not return a direct answer to his queries, 
he would often instantly discharge them from the 
Hospital. He evinced a particular disgust to fe- 
males, and generally treated them with harshness. 
It was stated that this inoroseneas was occasioned 
by disappointment In love ; but Iiapless must have 
been that female who should have been placed 
under iiis tyranny. Lettsom was inexpressibly 
shocked at an instance of Dr. Akenside's inhu- 
manity, exercised towards a patient in Abraham's 
Ward, to whom he had ordered bark in boluses ; 
who, in consequence of not being able to swallow 
them, so irritated Akenside, as to order the sister 
of the Ward to discharge him from the hospital; 
adding, ' he shall not die under my care.' As the 
sister was removing him, in obedience to the Doc- 
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tor, the patient expired. One leg of Dr. Akenside 
was considerably shorter than the other, which 
was in some measure remedied by the aid of a 
false heel. He had a pale strumous countenance, 
but was always very Deat and elegint m hia dre^s 
He wore a large white wig, and earned a long 
sword. Lettsom never knew him to spit, noi 
would he suffer any pupil to spit m his presence 
One of them once accidentally did so, ye( stand 
ing at some distance behind him. The Doctor 
instantly spun round on his artificial heel, and has- 
tily demanded, who was the person that spit in his 
face ? Sometimes he would order some of the 
patients, on his visiting days, to precede him with 
brooms to clear the way, and prevent the patients 
irom too nearly approaching him. On one of these 
occasions, Richard Chester, one of the Governors, 
upbraided him for his cruel behaviour : ' Know,' 
said he, 'thou art a servant of this Charity.' On 
one occasion his anger was excited to a very high 
pitch, by the answer which Mr. Baker, the sur- 
geon, gave to a question the Doctor put to him, 
respecting one of his sons, who was subject to 
epilepsy, which had somewhat impaired his under- 
standing,^ — -'To what study do you purpose to 
place him ? ' said Akenside to Baker, ' I find,' 
replied Baker, 'he is not capable of making a 
surgeon, so I have sent him to Edinburgh to 
mate a physician of him,' Altenside turned, 
round from Baker with impetuosity, and would 
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not speak to him for a considerable time after- 
wards. Dr. Eussell waa as condescending as 
Ak en side was petulant Akenside, however, 
would sometimes condescend to explain a case 
of disease to the pupils, which always appeared 
sagacious ; and, notwithstanding his irritable tem- 
per, he was more followed tha*n Eussell by the 
pupils," * 

In October, 1759, Akenside delivered the Har- 
veian Oration before the College of Physicians, 
by whose order it was next year given to the 
press." 

In June, 1761, Mr. Thomas Hollis (as his bio- 
grapher informs us) "bought a bed which once 
belonged to John Milton, and on which he died. 
This bed he sent as a present to Dr. Akenside, 
with the following card; 'An English gentleman 
is desirous of having the honour to present a bed 
which once belonged to John Milton, and on 
which he died, to Di'. Akenside ; and if the Doc- 
tor's genius, believing himself obliged, and having 
slept in that bed, should prompt him to write an 
ode to the memory of John Milton and the as- 
sertors of British liberty, that gentleman would 

' Petligrsw'a Memoira of Dr. Lattsom, i. 21. 

' " Oratio AnniTOrsavia, qnam ex Harveii instituto in thea- 
tto Collegii Eegalis Medioorum LondinensiB Die Ootobris sviii 
A. MDCCLIX haboit Marcns Akenside, M.D. Coll, Med. et 
Eeg. Sooiet. Socius." 1780, 4to, pp. 24.— It J3 dedioatad to Dr. 
Eaeve, liiB President, and to tlie Fellows of the College of Phy- 
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think himself abundantly recompensed.' The 
Doctor seemed wonderfully delighted with this 
bed, and had it put up in his house. But more 
we do not know of the delight the Doctor took in 
his present ; nor the least memorandum of an ac- 
knowledgment to Mr. Hollia, through Mr. Payne 
or otherwise, for it appearing. And as to the ode, 
the Doctor might learn from his friend Dyson, 
that an encomium of Milton, as an assertor of 
British liberty at that time of the day, was not 
the thing." ' The sneering allusion in the latter 
part of this passage will be explained by the cir- 
cumstances which I have now to relate, and 
which perhaps made the democrat HoUis think 
Akenside no longer fit to occupy the bed of Milton. 
Hitherto both Mr. Dyson and our poet had 
espoused the cause of liberty with such an ardour, 
as to induce suspicions, certainly unjust, that they 
were the advocates of repubhcanisni. On the 
accession, however, of George the Third, the 
former suddenly became a Tory, and the supporter 
of Lord Bute ; and, though the general excel- 
lence of his character forbids us to believe for one 
moment that his conversion was purchased, it 
would be difficult to clear him from the charge of 
inconsistency. By Mr, Dyson's influence, Aken- 
side was appointed one of the Physicians to the 
Queen, on the settlement of her Majesty's house- 
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hold in 17t)l ^ and from that pouod Iiib Whig 
acquaintances in whose eyes the acceptance of 
such a situation wah a derehdion of pnncple, le 
gaided his pohficd aposi'tcy as not less flagimt 
than thit of hi patron The subject now in 
question 1 ein^ teieril t mea illuded to in the fol 
lowmg cunou'! anecdotes I hive respivel them 
for this p'^rt of the memoir They are fiom the 
pen of Mr Justice Ilaidinge whose fathei Mr 
Dyson succeeded as Clerk to the House of Com 
mons," and to whose uncle, the physician, our 
Poet has addressed an Ode.* 

" Dr. Akenside was known to my father, as 
heing Mr. DySon's friend, long before he was 
known to me. As to Mr. Dyson's knowledge of 
Mr. Hardinge, it originated in their contract for 
the succession of Mr. Dyson to the post of Chief 
Clerk in the House of Commons, when Mr. Har- 

1 In tlia " List of tlie Bstablishnieat ronde by his Majesty 
for the houselioia of the flitnre Quean," printed in the St. 
James's Chronicle for Septemher 5tti, 1T61, we find,— 

" PiiysioiaDS, — Dr. Lelbsrland, Div Akenside, 
Physician to the Honeehold, — Dr. Pringle." 

2 George Haidinge, aenior Juatioe of the GounlSes of Bre- 
con, Glamorgan, snd Eadnor, died at Prestdgno, Aprii a6th, 
1816, in his saventy-seooud year. The taianta and acquire- 
ments of this eccentric man were of a superior order. See his 
"Eeaenee of Malone," &o., — ids contributions to Nichois's 
" niust. of IJt. History," and " Literary Anecdotes," — and his 
"Miscellaneous Works in Prose and Verse," 3 voin, with Me- 
moirs of iha Author. 

» See ps^ 60 of tiis Memoir. * See paga 53, i^ 
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dinge waa preparing to resign it ; and the inter- 
course, ripening into mutual esteem, produced a 
cordial friendship, which lasted aa long as Mr. 
Hardinge lived. 

" The first I eaa recollect of my own personal 
acquaintance with Dr. Akenside's name and muse 
was my father^s recital to mc, when I was a boy 
at Eton School, of the invocation to ancient 
Greece, in that celebrated poem which has been 
so depreciated by Dr. Johnson, that I fear no 
error of judgment and of taste, manifest in that 
criticism, can redeem the censure from heavier 
imputations. This inspired passage, as I think it 
still, was recommended additionally to me by the 
charm of recitation, in which not even Garrick 
himself could be superior to Mr. Nicholas Har- 
dinge, though he wanted either nerves or powers 
to make a figure in the House of Commons, and 
though he had no musical ear. But his reading 
and repeating ear, if I may use that phrase, was 
exquisite ; and his accent, prompted by his judg- 
ment, uniformly just. It is very singular, but it 
is true, that Akenside was not a good reader of his 
own verse. 

" My father admired him as a gifted poet, as a 
man of genius, of learning, and of taste. They 
were upon friendly terms. I have heard Aken- 
side represent my father as a man of admirable 
taste and jadgment, of perfect honour, and of the 
kindest affections that ever breathed in a hnman 
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oured me with a most affectionate regard, wliich I 
forfeited, as you will have occasion to see, a little 
before his death, to my infinite regret; but, I am 
sorry to add, with no remorse, for I was more 
' sinn'd against than sinning.' 

" When I was at College, he sent me a letter of 
adyice and of directions for the course of my aca- 
demical studies, whict, in style and conception, 
was the most ingenious and masterly work that 
ever that arduous topic has produced. In general, 
to do him justice, he wrote English prose with 
purity, with ease, and with spirit : in verse he was 
occasionally a little quaint, laboured, and inflated ; 
but I never discerned any such vice in his prose. 

" When I came from College to the Inns of 
Court, besides the opportunity of seeing him often 
at Mr. Dyson's house, and witli my uncle Dr. 
Hardinge, I was often his dinner-guest, aud gene- 
rally with him alone. In addition to all his 
powers, arising from liis genius and his eloquence, 
I had the enjoyment of his portfolio, enriched by 
capital prints from the most eminent painters of 
Italy and Holland, which he illustrated with admi- 
rable taste. 

" He had in general society a pomp and stiff- 
ness of manner, not of egression, in which last he 
was no less chaste than flowing and correct. But 
the misfortune of this inanner was in some degi'ee 
connected witli his figure and appearance. He 



iiMP^h, Google 



LIFE OF AKI5KSIDE. 77 

looked aa if he never could be undressed ; and the 
l.i ch in his gail, whatever gave rise to it (a sub- 
ject of obloquy too despicable to be answered, and 
which I am sorry to see that you have transcribed), 
compared with a solemn cast in his features, was, 
at the best, of a kind that was not companionable, 
and rather' kept strangers at a distance from him. 
Though his features were good, manly, and expres- 
sive, a pale complexion of rather a sickly hue, and 
the laboured primness of a powdered wig in stiff 
curl, made bis appearance altogether unpromising, 
if not grotesque. But, where he was intimate, was 
admired, and was pleased with his party, he con- 
versed most eloquently and gracefuliy. He had 
the misfortune, however, to have littJe or no taste 
for hwmoiia- ; and he took a jest ' very ill. Except 
in hia political morality, which I could not admire. 
Dr. Akenside was a man of perfect honor, friendly, 
and Uberal. His religious opinions were, I believe, 
a Mttle whimsical and peculiar ; but, in general, be 
kept them very much to himself. He and Mr. 
Dyson bad both originally been Dissenters. He 
was irritable, had little restraint upon his temper 
among strangers, and was either peevish or too 
oracular and sententious. He wanted gaiety of 
heart in society, and had no wit in his muse or in 
bis eloc[iienee. I don't believe he had nmeb depth 
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of medical science, or much acuteness of medical 
sagacity ; he certainly had eo husiness or fame in 
that Hne. His great powers, besides the taJent of 
poetry, were those of eloquent reasoning, historical 
knowledge, and philoaopMeal taste, enlivened by 
the happiest and most brilliant allusions. He had 
an astonishing memory, and a most luminous ap- 
plication of it. I recollect that he read gratis all 
the modern hooks of any character, and that he 
had the right conferred upon him of opening the 
leaves. His comments were cherished! and, if 
the book struck him with a powerful impression, I 
believe it was generally given to him by the book- 

" He lived incomparably well ; and, bs, I knew 
of no other source to his income but his constant 
friend Mr. Dyson's munificence to him, I rejoiced 
in it for the honour of them both. I never saw any 
thing like their friendship, and their union of sen- 
timents yet nothing was more dissunllar than 
weri, the two men Mr. Djaon was quite a man 
ot busmess, of ordei and figures, of parliamentary 
forms and ot politcU argument. His charactfir 
(bating an amiable partiality in the eulogist) is 
well drawn fay Mi Hatsell. He had neither 
i'mty noi eloquence , and, though he had strong 
prejudice" he veiled them in obliging manners. 

' The miafoitune of their politics (and I was the 
victim of it in some degree) waa, that, upon the 
accession of thit reign, they entirely and radically 
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changed them; for tliey became bigoted adherente 
to Lord Bute and the Tories, having at every ear- 
lier period been, as it were, the High Priests of 
the opposite creed. Mr. Dyson was preferred, and 
was ultimately pensioned. His Mend, whom he 
always bore in mind, was made Physician to the 
Queen — Ms ilhjiuere; from that period, both of 
them were converts, and zealots, of course, for the 
New Religion. My uncle. Dr. Hardinge, whose 
wit and penetrating judgment had no delicacy in 
their blow, often told them both, when they were 
young men (and with an oath which I must not 
repeat), 'that, lilce a couple of idiots, they did 
not leave themselves a hop-hole, — they could not 
sidle away into the opposite creed,' 

" As my opinions were naturaUy upon the same 
line of politics which Lord Camden ^ uniformly 
adopted and pursued, I offended my admired friend 
the Poet, by too open a disclosure of my pohfical 
faith, insignificant, qualified, and perfectiy unas- 
suming, as it was. It made a coolness between 
us ; but I believe that his original friendship to me 
was never essentially impaired. 

" My uacle, Dr. Hardinge, was a comic tyrant 
over all hia friends. I shall never be able to for- 
get an evening of civil war, and another of peace, 
between these two physicians. Dr. Akenside was 
the guest ; and at supper, by 'a whimsical accident, 
they fell into a dispute upon the subject of a bilious 

1 Mr. Justloe Hmdinge was tte nephew of fliis noblemen. 
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colic. They were both of them absurdly eager. 
Dr. Hardinge had a contempt for every physician 
but himself; and he held the Poet very cteap in 
that line. He lauglLed at him, and said the rudest 
things to him. The other, who never took a jest 
in good, part, flamed into invective ; and Mrs. 
Hardinge, as clever in a different way as either of 
them, could with difficulty keep the peace between 
them. Dr. Akensicle ordered his chariot, and 
Bwoi-e tliat he would never come into the house 
again. The other, who was the kindest-hearted 
of men, feeling that he had goaded his fiiend, 
called upon him the next morning, and, in a man- 
ner quite his own, made a perfect reconcilement, 
which terminated in a pacific supper the following 
night, when, by a powerful stroke of humour, the 
host convulsed the sides of his guest with laughter, 
and tliey were in delightful unison together the 
whole evening. ' Do you kn — kn — know. Doc- 
tor,' said he (for he stammered), ' that I b— bought 
a carious pamphlet this m^-orning upon a st — 
stall, and I'll give you the t — title of it : An Ace — 
count of d tuiiou'i diijute between D — Dr Y ind 
D — Dr Z conLonrng a b — ^b — bilmus e — (.oho, 
which terminated m a d — duel between the two 
ph — phyoKiin'- whith ' — tuimnated in the d — 
death of both ' 

1 Here I have omitted eome critic^ remarks by Mr. Har- 
dinge on Akenside's poaliy, and the anecdole of Mr. Elliott 
already quoted, sea p. 66 of this Memoir. 
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" As far as I can recollect, his friends, besides 
Mr. Dyson, were chiefly Dr. Heberden, Dr. Har- 
dinge, Mr. Cracherode, Mr. Thomas Townahend, 
the first Lord Sydney's father, Mr. Tyrwhitt, the 
Archbishop of York, and Mr. Wray. He was a 
most unprejudiced aad candid estimator of con- 
temporai-y poets, for which I admired him the 
more on account of its amiable singularity. 

" But I must not forget here to mention perhaps 
the most curions feature of his life. It is in the 
partial but very awkward change which his new 
polities at court made in those of the Poet. You 
will find a memorable proof to this point. In the 
first edition of the work, these lines appear : — 
' Wilt thou, kind Harmony, deaosnd, 
And join tlie festii'e train ; for witli ihae comes 
Miyeslio Truth; and, where Thhth deigns to come, 
Her Sister Liberty will not l>e far.' 

And in the second edition : — 

' For witb Oieo comes 
Wise Oedee; and, where Order ddgns to comn, 
Her Sister LpERTY will not he iiir.' " 1 

After all, neither in the alterations just pointed 
out, nor in others made by the author in his Odes," 
is there any thing indicative of violent Tory aeal ; 



and," the tliree following 



re tlins changed hi the last ed 
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and it should be remembered, that Mr. Hardinge, 
who asserts in the ahove Anecdotes that Akenside 
became as bigoted a partisan of the Tories aa he 
had been of the Whigs, haa elsewhere declared, 
that " his politics were iVegiUe." ' 

We have been told in the preceding page, that 
Akenside "was a most unprejudiced and candid 
estimator of contemporary poets ; " and the remark 
will be iUustrated by Ibo scattered notices which I 
shall now throw together. 

In the course of a conversation, on Pope's " Es- 
say on Man," he assented to the opinion of Joseph 
Warton, that " the fourth Epistle on Happiness is 
adscititious, and out of its proper place, and ought 
to have made part of the second Epistle, where 
Man is considered with respect ti 



In the Ode ' To the Earl of Himlmgdon,' Hie foui- subsequent 
lines, which origiiially were — 

■ But i™, mlicTB freedom's eiiaal throne 
To lOl her TaJtent sons If kmiwn ; ' 

Ana each the jower which mlee hhn shatM,' 
are corrected as follows, in the tiurd line : — 
' When oM are amscioss i<f her eana.' 
Whatever may be thought of these partjcnlar alteraKons, it ia 
certiun that a moat ardent sjdrit of liberty breathes throngh 
Dr. AtBBBide'8 works." — Biog. Brit. : mte by Ki^s. 

1 "His [H. Wolpole'sJ poUtica were aa iZfejiCfc, if I may use 
tliat ptrase, as those of Dr. Alcenside." — JWcftofe'a la. ofUt. 
Silt. viii. 526. 

2 "Walton's edition of Pope's Works, iii. 123. 
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He was a great admirer of Gothic architecture, 
and would frequently ait by moonlight on the 
benches in St. James's Park, to gaze on West- 
minster Abbey; "and I remember," adds Mv. 
Meyrick, " he once told me that he seldom thought 
of the passage in his own poem, 

' Ths radiant sue, the moon's noototnal lamp,' &o. 

but he thought of a still flner one in Pope's 
Homer : — 

' A3 when tho moon, rBfii^!ent lamp of niglit,' " &0.1 

It has been rashly supposed, that, in tke follow- 
ing passage of the " Pleasures of Imagination," 
he alludes to Pope; — 

" Thee, too, faoetions Momion, wandering here ; 
TliBB, dreadefl censor! oft havs I beheld 
Bemlder'd imawai-es," &c. &e. — B, in. 179- 

But there ia every reason to believe that Alienaide 
never saw Pope, who died a few months ailer the 
appearance of the poem, for which he had advised 
Dodsley to make a handsome offer.^ 

Witli Tliomson's " Castle of Indolence " he was 
enraptured: among many stanzas, to which, in his 
own copy, he had put an emphatic mark of appro- 
bation, was that beginning — 

" I care not, fortune, what you mo deny," Sto-^ 

He repeatedly mentioned Penton'a " Ode to 

1 Bnoke'B life of Aluonsiae, 212. 

2 Sob p. 20 of this Memoir. 

Buoke'B Life of Akeuside, 31. 
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Lord Gower," as "the best in our language, aext 
to Alexander's Feast ; " ^ and, at his desire, Wel- 
sted's Ode, "The Genius, writtea in 1717, on 
occasion of the Duke of Marlborough's Apoplexy," 
was inserted in the fourth volume of Dodsley'a 
CoUection of Poems.^ 

That he was on terms of intimacy with the 
author of "The Fleece," and lent him some assist- 
ance in the composition of that poem, appears from 
a letter of Dyer to Duncombe, November 24th, 
1756 : — " Tour humble servant is become a 
deaf and dull and languid creature ; who, however, 
in hie poor change of constitution, being a little 
recompensed with the critic's phlegm, has made 
shift, by many blottings and corrections, and some 
helps from his kind friend Dr. Akenside, to give 
a sort of finishing to the ' Fleece,' which is just 
sent up to Mr. Dodsley."* Johnson informs ua 
that Akenside declared " he would regulate his 
opinion of the reigning taste by the rule of Dyer's 
Fleece ; for, if that were ill-received, he should not 
think it any longer reasonable to expect fame from 

1 Warton's edition of Pope's Works, ii. 401. 

2 Id. V. isa. — With Welsted, who died in iUJ, Akenside is 
said to have been acquainted. His Works, published by Nichols 
in 1767, contain several pieo«s which show that liiB talents at 
least did not deserve the contempt of Pope. 

fl Letters by sSTOral Eminent Persons, including tho Corre- 
spondence of Hughes," iii. 68. Yet Mr. Buoke saya it does not 
^pear that AkenBide was intimate with Dyer 1 — Zi/e o/Ahm- 
Hde,90. 
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excellence,"^ The works of Dyer, thongh ne- 
glected hj the multitude, will be alwajs esteemed 
by the reader of taste and feeling, for the true 
poetic fancy and the love of natural objeeta which 
they everywhere display, 

A passage in the " Pleasures of Imagination," 

" To muss at Isat amid tha ghostly gloom 
Of graves and lioaiy vaults," &c. — ^B.i. 396. 

and a stanza in a " Preface " to the Odes, 

" Nor where the boding raven chaunta," Sec. 

are said to have been aimed at Young, though I 
cannot perceive in them such " a palpable stroke " 
as Mrs. Barbauld^ has discovered. It has not, 
however, been noticed, that, in the first edition of 
the " Hyinn to Cheerfulness," Akenside mentions 
the author of the " Night Thoughts " by name ; — 



a couplet which he afterwards altered thus : — 



The Ode "On Lyrie Poetry" closes with a 
stanza remarkable for its allusion to an epic poem 
wbieh the author meditated, as well as to a cele- 
brated work of the same kind by a contemporary 
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" Bat wlien from envy and from deatli to claim 
A lipro bleeding for hia aatiye liind, 
When to throw incense on the yeatal flame 
Of Lil)erty my geniua gives command, 
Nor Thabim. voice nor Lesbian lyre 
From ttiaa, O Muse, do I require, 
While my preaaging mind, 
Conscious of powers slie nevar knew, 
Astonisli'd grasps at tilings beyond tor view, 
Nor by another's fate Bnbmits to be confin'd." 

Akenside LaiJ selected Timoleon^ for tho hero of 
Lis poem, in which, it appears, lie had even made 
some progress. The last line of the stauza (as he 
told Wartoa) is pointed at the "Leonidas" of 
Glover.^ 

From this digressioa I return to the regular 
amials of the Poet's life. Among Birch's MSS.' 
is the following note, which shews that he accom- 

1 Warton'B editiou of Pope's Worts, ii. 73. A writer who 
signs himself Indagator, in the Gent. Mag. for October, ITBS, 
(Ixiii. 886], says, "I have proof, though it has never bean men- 
tioned to the world, tiat he had made some progress in an Epic 
Foem, the plan of whici I know not; tha titla of it was " Ti- 
moleon." An Epio Foem on the same subject was once de- 
signed by Fope, and was also proposed by Lord Meloombe to 
Thomson. 

3 Wartou'B edition of Pope's Works, ii. 7S. I may add 
here, that Altenside agreed with Warton, Lowth, and Harris, 
in thinting that no orilicDl treaUse was better oaloulated to 
form the taste of yonng men of genius than Spence's " Essay 
on Pope's Odyssey, Id. Life," sxxvi., and tMt be considered 
"The Memoes of Lord Bolingbroke" as awortliless produc- 
tion.— ieaerjWm ffircft to Wray, in Nichols' t III. of Ui. BiiL 
iv. 634. 

' Letters Ui Birch, 4300, in the Brit. Mus. 
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panied the deputation sent by the University of 
Cambridge to congratulate the king and queen on 
their nuptials : — 

" Dr. Akenside presents his eomplimenta to Dr. 
Birch, and begs the favour that lie would lend him 
a band, in order that he may attend the Cambridge 
address to-morrow. 

tjSept. 13"[I7B1]. 



About two years before this date, Akenaide had 
quitted his house in Bloomsbury Square for one 
in Craven-street i and, after having stayed in the 
latter about twelve months, he removed to Bur- 
lington-street, where he continued to reside till his 
decease.' 

The MSS. of Birch = furnish one more note from 
, our author's pen : — 

" Dr. Akenside presents his compliments to Dr. 
Birch, and returns many thanks for his Idnd pre- 
sent. He has left an unpublisli'd letter of Ld. 
Bacon, which he thinks a valuable one, and which 
he had leave from Mr. Tyrwhitt to communicate 
to Dr. Birch ; and desires, that, when he has done 
with it, he would be so good as to send it to Bur- 
liogton-street. 

"Nov. 29, ma." 

1 Aoooi'ding to the " Sheet CaMoguea of tlie Fellows, &c. 
of tlie College of Phyaioiims " (in the Brit. MnB.j, his residenBe, 
from 176fl to 1761 inoluaiYe, was in CrUTen-street ; fi-om 1762 
till Wb deoesee, in Buflington-street. 

2 Letters to Birch, 4800, in the Brit. Mus. 
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To the very learned Tyrwhitt (who has been 
previously mentioned among the friends of Aken- 
side) Mr. Dyson resigned, during this year, the 
clerkship of the House of Commons.^ 

In December, 1763, Akenside read before the 
Eoyal Society, a paper, which was afterwards pub- 
lished in the Philosophical Transactions for the 
same year, — " An account of a Blow upon the 
Heart, and of its effects." ^ 

His " De Dysenteria Commentarius " ' appeared 
in 1764; a production still esteemed by the medi- 
cal student for the valuable information it imparts, 

I " This geiitlemiia [TyrwMtt] is well known as tie editor 
of ChauoBTi and [for] a part he took in the controvaray in 
regiuril to Rowley's PoemB : " so says Mr. Bucka (Life of Akeii- 
Bide, 178), who seems not to Icnow that Tyrwhitt has done more 
for Greek than English litarature. Since the tome of Bentley 
to the present day, what classical aoholar in this country, with 
lie exoepdon of Porson, has displayed such aeutenass aad 
felicity of emendation os TyrwMtt? Bot hja edition of the 
" Oanferbnrr Tales " exhibits a test which by no means salis- 
(iea the antiquarian reader. 

a PhU. Trans, liii. 363 : it oonsists of two pages and a half. 

B De Dysentflria Commentarius, auctore Marco Akenside, 
Coll. Med. LondM. Socio. Reg. Sooiet. Sodah, et MagUK! Bri- 
taaniae Reginre Madleo, 1764, ootavo. It oonsists of wghty-one 
pages, and is divided tJras : — 

Oap. I. Ve djseuteria hialorla. 

II. Be djBonterJKmuB curatioDP. 

IV. DoaoHoneipMiMoatminajBentoricos. 
There are two English translations of this work, by Eyan 
and Mottsus. That of the former is estromely inaocuvato (see 
Monthly Review, xjtsv. 373); that of the latter is not free from 
faults. 
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and admired by the scholar for its clioice and ele- 
gaot Latinity. 

When Warhurton, now dignified with the mitre, 
put forth a new edition of the first and second 
volumes' of the "Divine Legation of Moses," in 
1766, he reprinted, as a " Postscript to the Dedi- 
cation to the Free-thinkers," his severe strictures 
on our poet's theory concerning Ridicule, &c., 
witJiout condescending to notice the arguments 
which had been adduced ia its defence. Irritated 
by what he regarded as a renewal of hostilities, 
Akenside displayed less magnanimity than might 
have been expected in such an admirer of the 
ancient sages, and had recourse to an ingenious 
method of mortifying his antagonist. He published 

1 These volume are advertiEed^ aa published in the London 
Chroniole, April B, 17BS; which it h necessary to mention, 
because a writer in the Monthly Review seems to have thought 
that they appaarad subBBqnenlly to Atenaide'B " Oda to Ed- 
wards ! " — " The dieceruing reader will be at no loss to aocoant 
for this attack upon Dr. Akenside, when be recolleots a lata 
short publication of the Doctor's," XZLZV. 22T. Mr. Buoket^ks 
of " the ol^noxiona postscript ha had hafora appended in his 
Prafiice " [Life of Akenside, 150), not knowing that TVarbur- 
lon's attack on Akenside 'was origin^y made in the Pret^ce to 
"Bemarks on SsTaral Occafional Reflecl^ns," &c. [see p. 38 
of this Memoir). — The Preface, when altered into a Post- 
Boript, opened tiras ; "APoatimda Critic [Lord KaimesJ, of 
equal eminence, have concurred, though they did not start 
together, to censure what was occasionally said in tiis Dedioa- 
don (as if it had been addressad to them) of the use and abuse 
of Eidioule, The Poet was a foUower of Lord Shaftesbury's 
auciasi tho Critjo, a follower of his own; both men of Taste, 
imd equally aiudous for 1^ well-doi:ig of Bidicule." 
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a lyrical satire, which he had composed iong before 
this period, on the appearance of the Bishop's 
edition of Pope's Works, aad which prohably, hut 
for this fresh proTOcation, would have never seen 
tke light, — " All Ode to the late Thomas Ed- 
wards, Esq., written m the year 1751;"^ and a 
note on the fifth slan^a aurprised the reader by 
the following piece of information: "During Mr. 
Pope's war with Theobald, Concanen, and the rest 
of their tribe, Mr. Warburton, the present Lord 
Bishop of Gloucester, did with great zeal culti- 
vate their friendship, having been introduced, for- 

I ti folio, price 6(1., published May, 11W: see the St. 
James's Chronisle for the firat of that month, hito which it ia 
copied, with the ibUowmg paragraph pceflxed to it; "While 
Peace hm spread her wing oyer the gMfttest Nations of Europe, 
War has sonnded hia tiump in ths re^ons of Pamassns. We 
have lately been witnaases to a fierce Conflict between a Eighi 
Bbt. Prelate, and a Learned and Beyerend Professor ; eadi of 
whom have disputed about Job, without one Dcachro or Scra- 
pie of his Patianoe between theio. At present, anolhev son of 
ApoUo, in his two-fold Capacitj of God of PoeWy and Physio, 
entara the lists, and lilta, we know not why, with the Episcopal 
Militant. In a word, to drop aU Metaphor, we are at a Loss to 
account why the followir« Ode, written so long ago, is made 
Public at this partienlar Period. We doubt not, however, 
but its appearance hei'e will be agreeable to oar Eeaders," 
See also two " Letters to tlie Printer of the Public Advertiser " 
[in the Ap. to Memoirs of T. Hollis, T22). In the first of 
them, dated May 8, 1766, Hie writfir, ECConnHnB foe the publi- 
cation of the Ode, says : " The secret, I suppose, is no more 
flian this : the bishop has, just now, givea a new ediKon of the 
first volume of his Divuie Legation, and has thouglit A' to 
reprmt the Censure ha had before made on a certain note of 
this poot," Sec. 
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sooth, at the meetings of that ri 
laay ; a fa¥our which he afterwards spoke of in 
very high terms of complacency and thankfulness. 
At the same time, in his intercourse with them, he 
treated Mr. Pope in a most contemptuous manner, 
and as a writer without genius. Of the truth of 
these assertions, his Lordship can have no doubt, 
if he recollects his own correspondence with Con- 
canen, a part of which is still in heing, and will 
probably be remembered as long as any of this 
prelate's writings." A letter from "Warhurton to 
Concaaen,^ dated January 2d, 1726, Lad fallen 
into the hands of Akenside, who knew that, in 
announcing the existence of such a document, he 
should cause no slight vexation to his adversary. 
Though never published * by our poet, it has been 
printed in a note on Shakespeare's " Julius Cse- 
aar,"* from a copy which he communicated to 
George Sf«evens, and which was thus endorsed : 
" The foregoing Letter was found about the year 
1750 by Dr. Gawin Knight, first librarian to the 
British Museum, in fitting up a house which he 
had taken in Crane Court, Fleet-street The 
house Lad, for a long time before, been !et in 
lod^ugs, and, in all probability, Concanen had 

1 Matthew Conoanen, celebrated in " The Dunciad," ii. 299, 
where vide noto, 

2 Misled perhaps by Wartcm {note mi Pope's Works, t. 164), 
Mr. Bnoke supposes that Akenside puiUshed the Letter, tc^B- 
tber witji the Ode. — Idfe of AJcensidej 167. 

■ Bj Malone. — " Supplement to Sbakespeuxe," i. Xt8. 
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lodged ttere. The original letter has been many 
yeara in my possession, and is here most exactly 
copied, with its several little peculiarities in gram- 
mar, spelling, and punctuation. April 30, 1766, 
M. A." In this curious Epistle (too long for 
insertion here), the object of Warburton is to point 
out passages from various writers, which Addison 
had imitated in his " Cato ; " and having occasion 
to quote some lines from "Julius C^sar,"^ he 
illustrates them by an absurd comment, which he 
afterwards introduced, with httle yariation, mto 
his edition of Shakespeare. It decidedly proves 
his intimacy with Theobald^ and Concanen, but 
contains no mention of Pope, except an observa- 
tion that he "borrows for want of genius." 

The Ode in question was with propriety ad- 
dressed to Thomas Edwards, whose well-known 
" Canons of Criticism" had destroyed the reputa- 
tion of Warburton in one department of literature. 
This amiable and accomplished man, who died in 
1757, had long been intimately acquainted with 
Akenside, and was, I believe, the " Phtedria " who 
had caUed forth our authoi-'s Odes, — " To a Friend 
unsuccessful in Love,"^ and "Affected Indiffer- 
ence."* Nor should it he forgotten, that, by his 

1 " Between tlie acting of a dreadful thing," &o. 

a See also Letters between Warburton and Theobald, of a 
later date, in which thej call each other " dearest friend." — 
Niclioia'a lUiiit. ef ii(. MsL ii. 630, 649. 

a See p. 46 of this Memoir. 

* Printed in Mr, Dyson's edition of his Poems, 1772. 
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" Sonnets,"^ some of them possessing no ordinary 
beauty, Edwards revived among liis countrymen a 
taste for that species of composition, which had 
been neglected since the days of Milton. 

In 1765, Akenside had finished the second book 
of the remodelled " Pleasures of Imagination ; " 
and, in September of the following year, Mr. 
Daniel Wray writes thus to one of his correspond- 
ents; ^ " I was at Mount Ararat sooner than usual, 
to attend Lord and Lady Dacre, accompanied by 
Akenside, who passed the eyening there, and com- 
municated the second and part of a third book 
in his great work. In the former, and in the same 
philosophical way, he is eloquent on the topics of 
truth and virtue, vice and the passions. In tie 
latter, Solon is introduced giving a Fable on 
the Origin of Evil. It is introduced by an Epi- 
sode from Herodotus of Argarista's marriage, the 
daughter of Clisthenes, which is deliglitfiilly poeti- 
cal." Mr. Wray, a friend both of Akenside and 
Edwards, was a contributor to the well-known 
work, "The Athenian Letters." He was Fellow 
of the Royal Society and of the Society of Anti- 

1^ See forty-five Sonnets appanded to " The Canons of Cri- 
ticism," edit. 1765, seyeral of which bad previously appeared 
in Dodsley's Coll. of Poems, &e. ! the five best will ba found in 
my " Specimens of English Sonneta," 1833. 

2 Hichols's Hlust. of Lit Hist. i. 104. — Mount Ararnt 
(wbioh Mr. Bucke okJIs " ttis seat of Lord and Lady Daore," 
— Life of Akenside, 10B) was the name of Mr. Wray's house 
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quariea; deputy Teller of the Exchequer; and 
one of the Trustees of the British Musuem, on its 
first establishment. 

From the annals of the College of Physieiana, 
we learn, tbat,m 176b," Dr Akenaide was thanked 
by the College toi his trouble m piepiring Har- 
vey's Works foi the press, and tor pieli-ang a 
Preface, which was punted with Ihem, together 
with the Life of Hiivey, by Dr Lawience ' 

On the 6th of June, 1767, lie read before the 
CoUege two papers, — " Ohservationa on Can- 
cers," and " Of the Use of Ipecacoanha in Asth- 
mas;" and, on the 6th of July, a third, — "A 
Method of treating White Swellings of the Joints." 
These essays were published, next year, in the 
first volume of the Medical Transaetions.^ 

In 1767 appeared a small volume, entitled 
" Lexiphanes, a Dialogue, imitated from Ludan, 
and suited to the present times," — a piece of ill- 
natured drollery, which, though levelled chiefly at 
the prose of Johnson, contains also an attack on 
the poetry of Akenside. It was written by an 
obscure Scotchman, Archibald Campbell,' who 

1 On the information of Dr. Francis Hawkins, Eegistrar to 
tlie College of Plijaidans. 

a See the Gist vol. of the Medioai 'IVaoaaefions, ttiird eaition, 
1786. TliB first of Atenside's essays consists of twenty-nine 
pages, the seoona of ten and a half, the third of aight- 

8 He was a purser in the navy, and, " as well for the ma- 
lignancy of hia heart as his terrific oounlenance, was called 
horrible Campbell."— i&»Siiis'J Ufi of M^ism, 847, edit. 



iiMP^h, Google 



LIPB OF AKENSIDE. "J 

hoped that its publication would involve him in a 
cflutroversy with "the two Lexiphaneses," from 
which he would acquire at least notoriety ; but he 
was disappointed, for neither Johnson nor Aken- 
side deigned to reply. 

The following jev, d'esprit ^ ia from the pen of 
Mr. Daniel Wray, whose intimacy with Akenside 
has just been noticed : — 

"The Arbitrator was out of town, when the 
applications from Ld Dacie and Di Aken,ide 
were loft at his houte , and, when he found them 
he was fully employed m oiapitthing some bu i 
nesa, in order to return to Eichniond Ld D^ le 
asked for the Decisioa only at the leisure of the 
Court ; and it has been thought propei and deco 
reus to lake some time tor jud^ent 

"Ld. D. has offered no arguments noi even 
stated the point m dispute Dr A. has fauly 
stated it to be whether Buchanan praised Q. Mary 

"In tJie second passage of the Pom-pm,viHus 
has nothing that confines it to moral virtue, hut it 

178T. In a note on " Lesipliaiiaa;' Campbell declares that 
AkenaidB's "words, and especially Ma phi-^ies, are generally 
so eseciable, and Ids meaning, where any can lie picked out, 
always so trifling! in shorty lie lias imbibed so mnoli of Plato's 
nonsense," &o. &o. p. 16: second edition, 1767. Campbell 
pnbliehed another little volume, - " A Sale of Authors." 

3 Now first pnbhshed, from the ori^al io the possession of 
J. Dyson, Esq. 



iiMP^h, Google 



96 LIFE 

may include it; and there oceurs a lime in the 
Epithalamium, 

where that idea may also be included in virtus. 
This Terse is not indeed in Ld. D.'s plea, and ao 
perhaps not strictly admissible. 

"Upon the whole, the classical virfus is not 
generally virtue in English ; but Buchanan, tow- 
ever classical he was, might be willing to leave his 
^idea in tkese compliments dim and confused; or 
perhaps might put these brave words together 
without much consideration or precision, not ex- 
pecting they would be ao nicely canvassed two 
centuries a.ttei. 

"Fi-om such imperfect documents, therefore, 
the court will not determme so important a cause, 
so warmly agitated, and of such expectation ; but 
hereby declares the wager to he drawn ; each party 
to sit down with the trouble they have had in 
debating and searching for materials and prece- 
dents ; and that the respective characters of the 
Queen and the writer remain in slai-a quo, unaf- 
fected hy any arguments drawn from these verses, 
being matters of another jurisdiction. 

" D. W. Arbitrator. 

" M. Ababat, 26 May, 1770. 

"Dr. A. wUl transmit the above sentence to 
Ld-D. 
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The unfinialied tliird book of the remodelled 
" Pleasures of Imagination," and the fragment of 
the fourth hook, bear the date of this year ; and 
Akenside was looking forward to the period when 
the publication of the work was to increase his 
already established fame as a poet. His practice 
as a physician^ was now considerable, and pro- 
mised to be more extensile. But a putrid fever, 
with which he was suddenly seized, put an end to 
his existence, after a short illness, on the 23d 
June, 1770, in the forty-ninth year of his age. 
He died at his residence in Burlington-street,* and 
was buried" in St. James's Church. 

Some " Observations on the Putrid Erysipelas, 
made at St. Thomas's Hospital," which he had 
read* before the College of Physicians, and in- 
tended for the second volume of the Medical 
Transactions, were among hia papers at the time 
of his decease, but were never printed. 

Mr. Dyson, who had become possessor of the 
books, prints, MSS., and other effects of Akenside, 
gave to the world an edition of his Poems in 

1 Sbs what has been said on this sulyect, pp. E3, 64, 58. 

^ Mr. Bucko arroneously states that ha died in Bloomsbnry 
Square (Life of Akenside, 216): but see p. 67 of this Memoir; 
also Bie QanBral Evening Post, firom Saturday, June 2Sd, to 
Tuesday, June a6th, 1770, Uie Middlesex Journid, &e. 

S On the 28tli June. 

* Ationt the Bome period that he read the Croonian Lec- 
tures, says Mr. BuBke, without any authority. Life o/Akm- 
side, 197. — See page 85 of this Memoir. 
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1772.1 The contents of this elegant volume are — 
1. " The Pleaaiirea of Imag n t on a originally 
published. 2 A mu h of th t Poem, on an 
enlarged plan a he au 1 o had p ep red for the 
press. " What ea on tl e may 1 says the 
Adyertisement to e et th he did lot live to 
execute the whole of t, w 11 b t pp r from the 
perusal of the plan itself, as stated in the General 
Argument, and of the Parts which he lia.d exe- 
cuted, and which are here published. For the 
Person to whom he entrusted the Disposal of his 
Papers would have thought himself wanting, as 
well to the service of the Public as to the Fame 
of his Friend, if he had not produced aa much of 
the work as appeared to have been prepared for 
publication. In this light he considered the intire 
first and second Books, of which a few Copies had 
been printed for the use only of the Author and 
certain Friends ; also a very considerable part of 
the third Book, which had been transcribed in 
order to its being printed in the same manner : 
and to these is added the Introduction to a 
subsequent Book, which in the Manuscript is called 
tte Fourth, and which appears to have been com- 
posed at the time when the Author intended to 
comprize the whole in Four Books ; but which, as 
he had afterwards determined to distribute the 
Poem into more Books, might perhaps more pro- 

1 Botli in. 4to and 8yo. 



iiMP^h, Google 



LIFE OF AKENSIDE. 39 

perly be called the Last Book."^ 3. "Odes"'' — 
of which nineteen are for the first time printed : 
the rest (most of them now greatly altered) had 
been previously published, i. The " Hymn to the 

' The lato Mr. Pinkerton, in a volume entitled " Letters of 
Literatore, by Eobsrt Heron," 1766, printad, for the first time, 
Bome alterations made by Akenalde in tlie Fleasiires of Im^ 
^aljon. " Tliey were inserted," lie tells us, " in tlio margin 
of the Doctor's copy, which afterwards passed into tlte haada 
of a gentleman, from a Mend of whom, and of my own, a very 
ingenious young Tsmplai, I received them. At what time 
they were written I oiumot pretend to say, much less to reveal 
tie author's reasons for not giving an edition according to 
thorn. Most of them are evidentlymuoh foi' the better; oneor" 
two, I am afraid, for the woi-se. Yon will nbsei-vB that a few 
of them have been adopted by tie author in his proposed altera- 
tion of the Poem; as appears from the two boohs, and part of 
the third, of that alteration, published by Mr. Dyson in his 
edition of Akenside's Poems, 1TT2, 4te; bnt tkr the greater part 
is unpublished, and that the moat valuable, as being evidently 
written ere the author had taken up the strange idea, that 
poetiy was on]y perfect oratory. So that I will ventiire to 
say, that an edition of the ' Pleasures of Imapnation,' adopUng 
most of these corrections, would be the moat perfect ever yet 
known." — LeMer iv. p. 21. Pinkerton's taste was not " the 
most perfect ever known ; " neither, I think, is that of Mr. 
Buoke, who seems to have meditated an edition of the kind, 
and who (according to his custom of giving garbled extracts) 
quotes the above passage from Pinkerton, omitting tiie ob- 
servation that " one or two of the ocrreotionB are for the 
worse." — Idfeo/ MeiiMde, 2SB. 

The " PleaBurea of Imagination " has been translated into 
French prose by Baron d'Holbaoh, 1T59, and into Italian verse 
by Abbato Angeio Maiza, 1764. 

3 Those not already mentioned in this Memoir are " On the 
Use of Poetry," " To the Cuckoo," " On the Love of Praise," 
" At Study," " The Complaint," and " On Domestic Manners." 
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Naiads," corrected, with the addition of some Botes. 
6. " Inscriptions ; " of whicii the three last ' had not 
before appeared. The " Epistle to Curio," in its 
original state, and several smaller pieces,^ which 
the author had produced during his early years, 
are not reprinted in the volume just described. 
The only biographical notice of Akeuside, which 
accompanies it, is comprised in a paragraph of the 
Advertisement. " The frigidity of this account," 
observed the Monthly Eeviewer, " must be dis- 
gustful to every reader, who is endued with the 
.least portion of sensibility;"^ a censure which has 
been frequently repeated. But there can be no 
doubt tiiat modesty alone prevented Mr. Dyson 
from undertaking tlie office of Akenaide's biogra- 
pher ; for how could he have discharged it faith- 
fully, without being, in some degree, the herald of 
his own munificence ? He was exemplary in all 
the relations of private life ; he rose to consider- 
able political eminence; and, as the friend and 
patron of the poet, he has left a name which 



1 Namely, The Wood Nymph, " Ye powers unseen," &e., 
and "Me, thongh in life's sequBBter'd. villa," &c. — Two Latin 
Insoriptions of the Poet's " copying," wWeti ware in Ilia poa- 
Bes^on of Mr. Meyriok, are printed by Mr. Bnokc (Life of 
Akenaide, 81), who culls them "very beaulifiil." Tliey are 
defective in sense, grammar, and metro I 

2 Already enumerated in this Memoir, with the eioaption 
of the Song, which closes the present volume, and wJiioli is 
attributed to Akenside by Ritson, ^ Ikg&sh Songs, i. 207. 

8 Monthly Reviewfor Deo. ma,— slra.4S6. 
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can never cease to be remembered with re- 

Akenside liad a pale and rather sickly oom- 
plexioii, but manly and expressive features. The 
formalty of his deportment, the precise elegauce 
of his dress, his ample wig in stiff curl, his long 
sword, his hobbling gait, and his artificial heel, 
rendered his appearance far from prepossessing, 
and somewhat akin to the ludicrous. 

His irritability of temper at times betrayed 
him into conduct, from which a very unfavourable 
and unjust idea of his character was conceived by 
strangers.'^ An early disappointment in love is 
said to have occasioned this infirmity. In a pas- 
sage of " The Pleasures of Imagination," where 
he touches on the fate of Parthenia,* he has been 
supposed to allude to a young lady, who died. 
when about to become his wife ; and in several 
Odes* he mentions, as the object of his passion, 
Olympia, whom, it appears, he also lost by death 
" But he celebrates other ladies, lud opeaks of 
themeven with affection ; Amoret^and Melissa."' 

1 Mr. Dyson died Sept. IB, 1776. "Ho was at that time 
M. P. for Horehom, a 
ferar to His Majasly'i 

5 See the anecdotes at p. 69 of this Memoir. 
a B. ii. 198 [OrigiiiKj Poem). 

* To the MuBB, On Love, To Sir Francis Dralie, On Ljiic 
Postry, aod To the Evening Star. 

• Ode (witliout a Ude) X. B. ij. 

Pleas, of Iniag. (Sec. Poem) i. 3ST. 
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Sucii is the remark of Mr. Bucke,' who might 
have added the names of Lucinda,^ Eudora,' 
Dione,* and Cordeha,^ and so made up a list of 
mistresses only exceeded by " The Chronicle" of 
Cowley ! Though we caanot read in Akenaide'a 
poetry the true history of his loves, we learn from 
it that there were mOTtients when he felt the 
dreary solitnde of celibacy, and sighed for domestic 
comforts : — 

" Thougli the day have smoothly gone, 
Or to lettar'd leisure known, 
Or in Booial dnty spenl^ 
Yet at BTO my lonely teeafit 
Seoks in vain for perfect rest, 
Laugiushes for true content." '^ 

In general society his manners were not agree- 
able ; lie seemed to want gaiety of heart, and was 
apt to be dictatorial in conversation. But, when 
surrounded only by his intimate friends, he would 
instruct and delight them by the eloquence of his 
reasoning, the felicity of his allusions, and the va- 
riety of his knowledge. He had no wit himself, 
and took ill the jests of others. He was gifted 

1 Life of Akenaide, 127. In tha next page, Mr. Bnoke ob- 
aervea that "Akenaida's respoot for women peeps out evciy- 
where"! 

a Ods on the Winter Solstice, cd. I74S. 

8 Id, iMd. as the text now etftuds. 

* OdB on Lyric Poetry, eds. 1745 and 17e0;, nfterwnrds 
altered to " Olympia." 

6 Song, — at the end of this volume. 

a Ode, At Study. 
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witli a memory of extraordinary power, and per- 
fect readiness in the application of its stores. 
"With the exception of Ben Jonaon, MUton, and 
Gray, it would be difficult to name an English 
poet, whose scholarship was of a higher order 
than Akenside'a. 

In his life-long friendship with Mr. Dyson, the 
warmth and constancy of his affections are strik- 
ingly displayed. He had a noble independence 
of spinti and, notwithstanding his alleged politi- 
cal inconsistency, it should seem that the love of 
liberty, for which he was distinguished during the 
earlier part of his career, was but little impaired 
by the atmosphere of a court. His respect for 
Christianity he has testified more than once;^ but 
his religious creed, as indicated in hia poetry, 
appears to have been nearly that of " his Master," 
Shaftesbury, pure theism. " ' People would as- 
sert,' he was accustomed to say, ' that I imitated 
Newton o I ho Id never alkde to the Deity, or 
he h n alluded o by others, but I should make 
ein 1 a on of mj 1 ody.' And one day, being 
n ompany vi h Mr Meyrick's father at a coffee- 
house n he n ghbourhood of Charing-crosa, 

1 See Ma Odes " To the Author of Meraoics of the House of 
Brandenburgh," and "To the Bishop of Wmchaster." His 
toTrasmiui, Sir Gray Cooper, had a pparaphrase of the Beue- 
dioiW, which he " teid good reasons for beliering was written 
by AksDBide;" and he liad heard Ihat a Christmas Caiol, 
which used to be sung in Iho streets of Newcastle, was also 
oomposedby our auflior,— SeeBueSe'aifl/eof JicnMifo,183. 
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having listened, for some time, with impatience to 
the oratory of a Mr, Warnefleld, who was making 
some severe remarks not only on Warhurton's 
Divine Legation of Moses, but on the Bible itself, 
he, at length, interrupted him. 'I tell you what, 
sir,' said he ; ' "Warburton is no friend of mine : 
but I detest hearing a man of learning abused. 
As to the Bible — believe or not, just as you 
please ; but let it contain aa many absurdilies, un- 
truths, and unsound doctrines, as you say it does, 
there is one passage, at least, that I am sure you, 
with all your ingenuity and with all the eloquence 
you possess, have not the power to surpass. It is 
where the prophet says, — 'The children of men 
are much wiser than the children of light.' " * A 
hasty assertion of "Walker, that " the immortality 
of the soul is scarcely once hinted at throughout 
the " Pleasures of Imagination," is cited by John- 
son,^ who yet allows, as an excuse for this " great 
defect," that Akenside " Las omitted what was not 
properly in his plan." But, if either of them had 
carefully perused the work, could they have over- 
looked, among other passages of similar tendency," 
the following lines? — 

1 Bncko'a Life of Akenside, 180. 

a Life of Akenside, In 17T2, taking of " The Pleasurae of 
ImapnaUOQ," Johnson saiA to IkBwel], " Sir, I could not read 
it mrougli." —Life o/Mnsott, ii. IBl, ed. 1816. 

8 Sea the original Poem, B. i. IBS, 183, 212, 436j B. ii. 35D( 
and the remodelled Toam, B. ii. 1*5. Mr, Buoke was assured 
by "an ootogeiiarian of great learning," tliat he had every 
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"]Led by that hope sublime, whose oloudlcaa eye, 
Through the fau; foils Bud ocnamenta of earUi, 
DisoBi'ns the nobler Ufe reserv'd fir heaeen." ^c. 

:. 489 (Sec. Poem). 

On a series of papers by Addison, in " The 
Spectator," * Akenside founded his great didactic 
poem. To Shaftesbury and Hutcheson = also, lie ia 

reason to th'nlr that tlie following paesage formed port of a 
letter from Akanside to Dr. Grainger: " Tonr friend aeema to 
douht whether he has a soul or not; and jet surely he will 
not attempt to place himself on a level with Kepler; and so far 
was he from doubting that he had a-soul, he ^vea one even to 
the earth itself." "In respeot to its nature," said he on an- 
othra oooasiou, "it is past roy judgment, whether material or 
munateriaJ. Perht^s it may partake of both natures. Ter- 
tnllian not only mates the soul material, but he giveE a corporal 
body evea to God himself-, and Job says, 'In my flesh I shall see 
God.' The Christian doctrine ^so implies it, since it speaks 
of the resnrreclion of the body. Cerlahily, every thing that 
exists must have shape; and if shape, form; and if fonn, sub- 
stance. But there may be many substanoes, and uo douht there 
are, beyond what we know of at present. Snnplidns says 
there is iu nature aa active principle and a paasiva one : the 
soul may partake of the same differences ; the former prmciple 
assodaticg with light, the latter with colom'. Ma^mua Tyrius 
makes even a bolder asserlaon ; for he says, fliat God's oracles 
aad men's raiderstanangs are of near alliance. Hence the 
assertion of Proolns, that all our sonls are the cMldi-en of God. 
But the aot is, we know little of these things. It is a great 
latisfectJon, however, that we live in a world presenting every 
moment something to esercise oni- faculties; and that the 
grand Mover of the whole will, no doubt, make ample allow- 
anoes for human infirmity." —ij/eo/^ensWe, 181, 

1 No. 411, e(6«j. 

= ShafteBbnry'aCharactei-iatios. — Hutcheson'slniiniryhito 
the Ori^al of our Ideas of Beauty and Virtue, 
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conaiderably indebted ; and from the writers of 
Greece and Kome lie has derived a few of his 
ideas, and perhaps a portion of his inspiration, — 
for never had the genius and wisdom of antiquity 
a more ardent admirer, or a more unwearied 
student. In this celehrated work, if little in- 
vention is exhibited, the taste and skill with which 
the author has selected and combined his materials 
are everywhere conspicuous ; if the thoughts are 
not always stamped with originality, they have a 
general loftiness and an occasional sublimity ; if 
some passages are not lighted up with poetic flre, 
they glow with rhetorical beauty ; while ingenious 
illustration and brilliant imagery enliven and adorn 
the whole. Akenside has chosen no unimportant 
theme, and he treats it with an earnestness and 
an enthusiasm which at once command attention. 
He pours forth a moral and philosophic strain, 
which elevates the mind ; but he dwelb so little 
on actual existences and on human interests, that 
it rarely moves the heart. His diction is rich and 
curious i sometimes, however, so redundant, as 
slightly to obseure the meaning, and sometimes so 
remote from common phraseology, as to impart an 
air of stiffness and turgidity to the lines. His 
versification is sweet and flowing; and, perhaps, 
those only who are familiar with the cadences of 
Milton will complain of its monotony. 

To " The Pleasures of Imagination," as pub- 
lished in 1744, the preceding observations are 
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intended to apply. The second Poem, whidi in 
tbe esUmation of some critics * is an improvement 
on the first, appears to me comparatively flat and 
prosaic, notwithstanding ita superior correctness. 
Had Akenside devoted the leisure of bis later 
years to an entirely oew work, it would have 
formed a more acceptable bequest to posterity 
than the remoulded production of hia youth. 

That he possessed powers for the graver kind of 
satire, is evinced by his " Epistle to Curio, ' — a 
composition remarkable for keen but not coarse 
invective, for dignity of reproof, and intensity of 

Throughout the range of English literature, 
there is nothing more deeply imbued with the spi- 
rit of the ancient world than our author's " Hymn 
to the Naiads." In its solemnity, its pomp of 
expression, and its mythologic lore, he has shown 
himself a most snccessfiil imitator of Callimaehus ; 
yet ia it far from being the mere echo of a Grecian 
hymn.'' Nor are his terse and energetic " Inscrip- 
tions " less worthy of praise. 

1 Among whom ivas Hailitt, — iec(uj-«s on EngMt Paels, 

2 In 1B91, Chapman, ihe fine olil dramatist, and tcanElator 
of Homar, pnbiislied a tract, entitled S«ia TOnrSf, " The Sha- 
dow of Night," which oonsjsia of two Hymne, "To Night," 
and " To Cynthia," — very learned and myBlioal effnEions, 
with oooasional gieams of poetrj. To attempt some Hymns in 
the roamier of Callimaohus was among the hteraij' projects of 
Milton r sea " The Eoason of Ohnroh Oovernment m^ed against 
Preliitj," 1641, p. 89, 
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Ill some of Akenside's Odes, — especially those 
" On the Winter Solstice " and on " Lyric Poetry," 
— there are stanaas of pleasing picturesqueness ; 
but, in the greater number, he appeals cliiefly to 
the understanding of the reader,' and is not soli- 
citous to heighten the effect of the sentiments by 
wreathing them with the flowers of fancy. In 
those " To the Earl of Huntingdon " and " To the 
Country Gentlemen of England," he rises to a 
gnomic grandeur, wHch has seldom been surpassed. 
His Odea, on the whole, are deficient in impetu- 
ousness, warmth of colouring, tenderness, and me- 
lody. 

^ Mason liafl been told tJiat Alcenside " enteitsined, some 
years before his death, a noHon tiat pos^ was oaly irae eh- 
qaeace in oieire." — Memoira of Grta/, 2fll, edit. 1T75. 



iiMP^h, Google 



APPENDIX 
TO THE LIFE OF AKESSIDE. 



P 61 noW 3. " IVonld to Heaven," fluid he [i. e. the " Doc- 
tor"], "^my Muaa were blesaed with an oco^on to emalato 
that gloriOQS testimony on Ike (ropAs mQ)prai, erected ftj U- 
nuBi, for trno great mctories gta«ed on «e same m "^ "« 
Pei^ans Iniieaand iondf sn aAi«ft ri m wis^ remm-kt^e, tta( 

(ioNS." - PersOTWfl I^cMe, ii. ai8, edit. 1761. What I have 
marked in Italioa is from Akenside'a note on the " Ode to the 
Earl of Huntingdon!" which see. 

P 88 "Thee, too faoetions Momion^' &0- — TKe Arckso- 
hqid jESama, vol. ii. part. li. Sewoastle, '1830, oont^ning ", An 
AMonnt of the Life Mid Wridngs of Kohaid Ba-weB," haajust 
Men into my hsnds. I learn ffom it, that Akonslde had barai 
a pupa of Dawes, when that great sohtdar waa haad-mastsr 
of the Grammar School of NewaaaflB, to whloh i^co he wss 
appointed in 1788; and that, in Bie ohaiBcter of Momion.tHe 
pSatwas anppoaed to haya desoribad hi8 old mastro. In a 



uui,o,.v^^" ." "-., -e the following observatior 
nassaee of tha " Pleasures of Imagination," whare Momion is 
mentSnad ■ — " A oertidn illustrious coUeotion of genu have 
thoneht proper to apply this charactar pei'sonahy. Tha part 
of tlie brotherhood tSiay take to themselves, and are so kmd as 
to oonfer that of Momion upon Philhomerus [Dawes]. Ihe 
poet, indeed, has absolutely denied that tha oharactw was 
mtended personally, and has prolfessed himself astonished at 



the appliBation. But his pit 



ir hfiviiig declared himself astonished 
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" a geiiii. 
niB ramonsirimoB, persist in tlia applioatian. Nay, I am apt 
to baliBve, that thay, being acquainted wia Ms bbmmg diM- 
demce, iiisHttatad, if not hirad.Tum to undeitake so notable a 
prank." The words " Mnshing dilfidenoe " sllude to a pasBflge 
in the " Pleasui'CB of Imagination," B. jii. 206, fii-st fldifion : — 

"ForeiTe mj mag, 
Tbat Lbr CEie Alu^m^ diffdeiict of jdd^i," &c. 

P. 84. — In iro onpnbliBlied letter from J. Edwards to Daniel 
Wray, dated Tncrict, April 28, 1768, is Hie following passage: 
"I am glad to hear that Dr. Afcenside has I'eooveced Dyer 
again ; but has Dyer reoovarad hia poatical vein ? Alaa ! I iesr 
we shall have no Fleece at last. I hope the Doctor will pubUsh 
tha Ode you mention to the Bishop of Winchester. [See life 
of Akenside, p. 63.] I oould bare wished ho had not recalled 
the hbei'tyhe once cave me to print that ha honored me with." 
[See Life of Akenside, p. 90.] 

P. 101. — That " Akenside, when he walked in (lie streets, 
looked for all the world like oqb of his own Alexandrines set 
upright," wasasayingof Henderson the actor, for whieli I am 
indebted to a true poet of our own day, Mr. Rogers, who heard 
it repeated many years ago. 
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Tm»i™.oo»t*"~Pl«?STl,f;Sdn3°a;Lt* 
loto Tir Akenslde eitUer reprinted from the onginai euinons, 

. mile mJ-lJ? »«• »il™E'-..l>"it,r'S 



a Mate may reoiiire some esplfmation. ' ^« .""VP""^*;^ 
V,^i™ at a^erv early part of the author's hfe. Ihat ic 
iSedTe^ Jon aid eoiUeJon, h. ,» .^SSS'^SlS: 

SsStaTSicme Ihne „prli>»g It rthoot almfoh "jd 
SiSSil" pirn" Slilrot an at 1.* he tad th. 

EHI^srpSS.-rthTiTffssi'x 

1 To Mr. DvBon's edition of AinuWe's Foans, OTi. 
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entire flrst and second books, of which a few oopiaa had been 
printed foi' the use only of tJie author and ceitaiii Mends i 
also a vary oonaidarable part of tlie Third Book, whicli liad 

ner; and to theas is addad the £itroSuotion to a subseouent 
Book, whiEh, in Oie manuscript, ia called the Fourth, and 
which appears to have been composed at the time when the 
author intended to comprise the whole in Four Books; bnt 
wMoh, as he had afterwards determined to distribute die Poem 
into moi-B Books, might perhaps more properly be caUed liie 
Last Book. And Uiis is aS that is executed of the new work, 
which, although it appeared to the editor too valuable, even in 
ita ImpHrfeet state, to be withholden from Hie public, yet (he 
Mueeivcs) takes m by much too smaJl a part of the ori^nal 
Poem to supply its place, and ta supersede the repubHoation 
of It. For wliioh reason both the Poems are insei-led in this 

Of Odes the author had designed to make up Two Books, 
consisting of twenty Odes each, including the several Odes 
which he had before published at diffai-ont times. 

The Hymn to the Naiads is reprinted from the sixth volume 
of Bodsley's Miscellanies, with a few corrections, and the addi- 
tion of some notes. To the Inscriptions taken from the snina 
volume, three new Inscriptions ace added, the last of which is 
the only instance wheram a liberty has been taken of inserting 
any thmg in this Colleolibn whiob did not appear to have beS 
mtended by the author for poblication! among whose papers 
no copy 'of this was found, but it is printed from a copy w&oh 
he had many years smoe iiveu to the editor. 

The anOior of these Poenjs was bom at Newcastle-upon- 
Tyne, on the flth day of November, 1721. He was educated at 
the Grammar School at Newcastle, and at the Universities of 
Edinburgh and Leyden, at the latter of which he took his 
degree of Doctor in Physic. He was afterwards admitiad by 
coaadamns to the degree of Doctor in Physic in the University 
of Cambridge; elected a Fellow of the Eoyal College of Phy- 
sicians, and one of the Physicians of St. Thomas's Hospit^: 
and, upon the establishment of the Queen's Household, ap- 
pomted one of the Physicians to Her Majesty. He died of a 
putpd fever, on Iha 2ad day of June, 1770, and is buried in the 
parish ohuroh of St. James, Westminster. 
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PLEASURES OF IMAGINATION. 

A POEM, IH THEEE BOOKS. 



p, — EwcT. apud Arrian. 11. 2S. 



THE DESIGN. 



i are carteun powei's i 



re which seeic to hold 



a middle pluce between the organs of bodily senae and the 
fecnltiea of moral peroeplJon : they hove been caUed by a very 
general name, the Powers of Imagmation. Like the external 
senses, they relate to matter and motion f and, at the same 
Bme, ^ve the mind ideas anaJogotis to those of moral approba- 



tioit and dislike. . 



, inlets of B< 



esquwite pleasures witJi which we are acquainted, it has 
naturally h^pened tiat men of warm and sensibla tempers 
have sought means to recall the dehghtful perceptions which 
they afford, independent of the objects which ori^n^y pro- 
duced tliem. This gave rise to the itnitative or designhigartsi 
some of which, as pfdnting and sculpture, directly copy the 
Bstemal appearances which were admired in nature; others, 
ta music and poetry, bring Ihem bank to remembrance by 
signs uaiyersally established and understood. 

But these arts, as they grew more oorrcot and deliberate, 
were of course led to estend flidr imitation beyond the peouhar 
obJBcta of tlie imaginatlTO powers; especially poetry, which, 
making use of hmguage ss the histrument by which It imitates. 
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is oonsequflDtly become an unlimitBd representative of every 
BpEoies and mode of being. Yet, as tlieir intention was only 
to eipiesB the objects of imagination, and as Hiey still obonad 
oliiefly in ideas of Hint class, thay of course ret^n their original 
character; and afl the different pleasuteB whioh thoy escite 
are termBd,iii general, Pleasorss of Imagination. 

The design of the following poem is to give a view of thane, 
In the largest accsptalian of the teem; eo that whatever our 
imagination feels from Ite agreeable appearances of natnra, 
and all the various enlertMnment we meat with either in 
poetry, painting, mnaio, or any of the elegant arts, might be 
dedncible from one or other of those principles in the conati- 
tntion of the hmnan mind which are here established and 
explained. 

In exeenting this general plafl, it was necessary, first of all, 
to disfingnish tiie imagination &om our other faculties j and, 
in the nest place, to characterize those orighial forms or pro- 
perties of being abont which it la conversant, and whioh are 
by nature adapted to it, as light is to, the eyes, or truth to the 
understanding. These properUes Mr. Addiaon bad reduced to 
the three general classes of greatness, novelty, and beanty; 
and into these we may analyze every object, however complex, 
which, properly speaking, is delightful to the hnagmation. 
But such an object may also include many other sources of 
pleasure ; and its beauty or novelty or grandeur will make a 
Stronger impresaion by reason of this conotm-enea. Beaidas 
which, the hoitative arts, especially poetry, owe much of their 
effect to a similai' exhibition of properUes quite foreign to the 
imagmation, insomuch that, in every line of the most ap- 
plauded poems, we meet with dther ideas drawn fiiim the 
external senses, or truths discovered to the understanding, or 
illustrations of contrivance and final causes, or, above all the 
rest, wifli eircmnstanoes proper to awaken and engage the paa- 
siona. It was therefore necessary to enumerate and exemplify 
these different species of pleasure, especially that from the 
passions, which, as it ts supreme in the noblest work of human 
genius, so being in some parljcuiars not a little snrprising, 
gave an opportunity to enliven the didactic turn of the poem, 
by introduomg an allegory to B,coount tor the appeacamee. 
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After these paifs of the subject, whloh hold chiefly of adml- 
catjon, or Datnriilly warai and iiitei'sst the mina, a pleasure of 
a yarj dlSferent nature, that which aiTses &om ridicule, came 
nsst to be considered. As this is Qie fonndatdon of the comio 
manner hi all the aria, and has been hut very Imperfectly 
treated by moral wiiters, it was thought proper to ^ve it a 
particiilar illustiation, and to distinguiah tlio general sources 
&om which Bie ridicule of ohaiaotere is deriyed. Here, too, 
a change of atyle became neceseary; such a one as might yet 
be eoiiBistent, If possible, witli Ihe general taste of coniposition 
mtho serious parts of the KnbjeoEi nor Is it an easy task to 
pve any tolerable force to images of this kind, wifliout mnning 
either into the |jgantic espressions of the mock heroic, or the 
fiuniliar and poetical raillery of professed satire, neither of 
which would hays bsen proper here. 

The materials of all hnitataoD being thus laid open, ziothing 
now remained but to illnstrate some partiouiar pleasures, 
whioli arise either from the relations of different objects one 
to auotJier, or from the nature of imitaUon itselE Of the flrat 
kind is liiat various and complicated resemblance existang 
between several parts of the matei-ial and immateriai worhls, 
wliich is the foondatlon of metaphor and wit As it seems in 
a great measure to depend on the early associatton of onr ideas, 
and as this habit of associatar^ is the source of many pleasures 
and pains in life, and on that account bears a great share hi 
the influence of poetry and flie other arts, it is therefore men- 
tioned here, and its effects described. Then fbllowa a general 
account of the prodaodon of iiase elegant arts, and of the 
secondary pleasure, as it is called, arishig from tte resemblance 
of their imitations to the original appearances of nature. Ailer 
which, the work concludes with some reflections on the gene- 
ral oondaot of the powers of imo^nation, and on their natttt^ 
and moral usefulness in Ufe. 

Concerning the manner oc turn of composition which pre- 
vnils in this piece, little can be said with propriety by the 
author. He had two models; that ancient and simple one of 
the first Grecian poets, as it is refined by Virgil in the Geor^os; ■ 
and the familiar, epistolary way of Horace. This latter has 
severaa advantages. It admits of a greater variety of style; 
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it more readily engages the generality of teaders, as partaking 
more of the air of conversation i and, espesiaily with the aseisl- 
enoe of rhyme, leads to a closer and more oonoiae expression. 
Add to this the example of Bie most parfoct of modern poets, 
who has so happily applied this manner to tlie noblest parta of 
philosophy, that the public taste is iu a great measure formed 
to it alone. Yet, after all, tie subject before ns, tending almost 
constantly to admiration and enUrasJasm, seemed rather to 
demand a more open, pathelio, and figored sQ'le. This, too, 
appeared more natnril aa to , BBthor s lunijvas not «o much 
to give formal preeepta, or enter into Ihe way of direct argu- 
mentation, as, by exhibitang Om most engaging prospects of 
nature, to enlarge SS harmooize the hnagmation, sad by ibaA 
means insensibly dispone the mmds of men to a sin:IIIu~&3te 
and habit of tbinkmg m religion, nwrals and oivil lif^ Tu 
on this account that he u so carefnl to pomt oat the benevo- 
lent intention of the Author of nature in every principle ot 
the human constitution here insisted on, and also to unite the 
moral exoellenciea of life in the same point of view with 
the mSre external objects of good fasta ; thus recommending 
them in common to our natural propensity fbr admiring what 
is beautiful and lovelj. The same views have also led bun 
to introduce some sentlmonta which may perhaps be looked 
upon as not qnift direct to Hie subject; but, since they bear 
an obTlons relation to it, the authority of Vhgil, the fauillesfl 
model of didactic poetry, will best support him in this parti- 
cular. "For the sentiments fieniselves he midies no apology. 
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[OE Butdcct proposed. Pifficaltj of tr 






tLa psrmptioii'or greatpesa or wnnacrflilncM or leauty in objects. 
Tbo piaisure ftom greataeaa, vita its flnil oauEe, Pleasure from 
novelty or HondetfolneBS, utth its final ciiuBe. Pleiaure from beauty, 
with Ita finol Ewise. The rawnccHoa of beautj with truHi Bodgool, 
applied to the.eminot of life. laWlatlon lo tbe study of moral 
jillosopby. The dltterent degrees of beauty in dl^rent epecjea of 
obJacla ; colonr, shape, natural oonorelaa, ycBatiblea, anhoalB, ths 
mind. The sublbne, the Mi, Uie wonderPil of tha mind. The 
eonnaeaon of the imagination and the mond fteully. OOBObi- 



WiTH what attractive charms this goodly frame 

Of nature touches the consenting hearts 

Of mortal men ; and what the pleasing stores 

Which beauteous Imitation thence derives 

To deck the poet's or the painter's toil, — 

My verse unfolds. Attend, ye gentle powers 

Of musical delight ! and while I sing 

Your ^B, your honours, dance around my strain. 

Thou, smiling queen of every tuneful hreast, 

Indulgent Fancy ! from the fruitful hanks w 

Of Avon, whence thy rosy fingers cull 

Fresh flowers and dews to sprinkle on the tarf 

Where Shakespeare lies, he present; and with thee 
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Let Fiction come, upon her vagrant wings 
Wafting fen thousand cplo.urs through the air, 
Wiich, by the glances of her magic eye, 
She blends and shifts at will, thro' countless forms. 
Her wild creation. Goddess of the lyre, 
Which rules the accents of the moyiag sphere, 
Wilt thou, eternal Hgrmony, descend w 

And join this festive train ? for with thee comes 
The guide, the guardian of their lovely sports, 
Majestic Truth ;fand where Truth deigns to come, 
Her aister Liberty wiU not be far* 
Be present, all ye Genii, who ctmduct 
The wandering footsiflps of the youthful bard, 
New fo your springs and shades ; who touch his ear 
With finer sounds ; who heighten to his eye 
The bloom of Nature, and before him turn 
The gayest, happiest attitude of things. » 

Oft have the laws of each poetic strain 
The critic-verse employ'd j yet still unsung 
Lay this prime subject, though importing most 
A poet's name : for fruitless is the attempt, 
By dull obedience and by creeping toil 
Obscure, to conquer.the severe ascent 
Of high Parnassus. /'Nature's kindhng breath 
Must fire the chosen genius j Nature's hand 
Must string his nerves, and imp his eagle-wings 
Impatient of the painful steep, to soar m 

High as the summit ; there to breathe at large 
Ethereal air ; with bards and sages old. 
Immortal sons of praise. These flfettering scenes. 



iiMP^h, Google 



IMA-GINATION. BOOK I. ]21 

"Jo this neglected labour court my song; 
Yet not unconscious what a douhtful task 
To paiot the finest features of the miad, 
And to most subiile and mysterious things 
Give colour, strength, and motion^ But the love 
Of Hature and the Muses hids explore, 
Through secret paths erewhile untrod by man, so 
The fair poetic region, to detect 
Untasted springs, to drink inspiring draughts. 
And shade my temples with unfading flowers 
Cull'd from the laureate vale's profound recess, 
Where never poet gain'd a wreath hefore. 

From Heaven my strains begin; from Heaven 
descends 
The flame of genius to the human hreast, 
And love and beauty, and poetic joy 
And inspiration. Ere the radiant sun 
Sprang from the east, or 'mid the vault of night en 
The moon suspended her sercner lamp ; 
Ere mountains, woods, or streams adorn'd the globe. 
Or Wisdom taught the sons of men her lore ; 
Then liv'd the Almighty One: then, deep-retir'd 
In his unfathom'd essence, view'd the forms, 
The forms eternal of created things ; 
The radiant sun, the moon's nocturaal lamp, 
Themountainsjwoods, and streams, the rollingglobe, 
And Wisdom's misn ceie.stial. From the first 
Of days, on theni his love divine he flx'd, ™ 

His admiration ;/!iIl in time complete 
Whtd he admir'a and lov'd, his, vital smile 
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Unfolded into bemg. Hence the breath 

Of life informing each organic frame, 

Hence the green earth, and wild resounding waves ; 

Hence light and shade alternate, warmth and cold; 

And clear autumnal skies and vernal showers, 

And aJl the fair variety of things. 

But not alike to every mortal eye 
Is this great scene unveil'd. For since the clmms 
Of social life, to different lahours urge « 

The active powers of man ; with wise intent 
The hand of Nature on peculiar minds 
Imprints a different bias, and to each 
Decrees its province in the common toil. 
To some she txiught the fabric of the sphere, 
The changeful moon, the circuit of the stars. 
The golden zones of heaven : to some she gave 
To weigh the moment of eternal things, 
Of time, and space, and ftite's unbroken chain, et 
And will's quick impulse : others by the hand 
Bhe led o'er vales and mountains, to explore 
What healing virtue swells the tender veins 
yf herbs and flowers ; or what the beams of morn 
Draw forth, distilling from the clifted rind 
In balmy tears. But some, to higher hopes 
Were destin'd ; some within a finer mould 
She wrought, and temper'd with a purer flame. 
To these the Sire Omnipotent unfolds 
The world's harmonious volume, there to read i» 
The transcript of Himself. On every part 
They trace the bright impressions of his hand ; 
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In earth or air, the meadow's purple stores, 
The moon's mild radiance, or the yirgin'a form 
Blooming with rosy smiles, they see portray'd 
That uncreated heauty, which delights 
The Mind supreme. They also feel her charms, 
Enamour'd; they partake the eternal joy. 

For as old Memuon's image, long renowu'd 
By fabling Nilus, to the quiyering touch im 

Of Titan's ray, with each repulsive string 
Consentingf sounded thiough the warbling air 
Unbidden strains , ei en so did Nature's ha nd 
To cgrtajn sp ecies of extern al things, 
Attune the finer organs of the mm dT 
SoTEe glad impulse of congenial powers, 
Or of sweet sound, or fan proportion'd form, 
The grace of motion, or the bloom of light, 
Thrills through Ima^nation's tender frame, 
From nerve to nerpe : all naked and alive iso 

They catch the spreading rays ; till now the soul 
At length discloses every tuneful spring, 
To that harmonious movement from without 
Eesponsive. Then the inexpressive strain 
Diffuses its enchantment ; Fancy dreams 
Of sacred fountains, and Elysian groves, 
And vales of bliss ; the intellectual power 
Beads from his awful throne a wondering ear, 
And smiles ; the passions, gently sooth'd away. 
Sink to divine repose, and love and joy i^o 

Alone are waking ; love and joy, serene 
As airs that fan the summer. ! attend, 
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Who'er ihoa art, whom these delights can touch, 
Whose candicl bosom tlie refining love 
Of Nature warms, ! listen to my song ; 
And I will guide thee to her favourite walks, 
And t«ach thy solitude her voice to hear, 
And point her loveliest features to thy view, 

Kjnow, then, whate'er of Nature's pregnant stores, 
Whate'er of mimic Art's reflected forms, i*i 

With love and admiration thus inflame 
The powers of Fancy, her delighted sons 
To three illustrious orders Iiave referr'd ; 
Three sister graces, whom the painter's hand, 
The poet's tongue, confesses ; the sublime, 
The wonderful, the fair. I see them dawn I 
I see the radiant visions, where they rise, 
More lovely than when Lucifer displays 
His beaming forehead through the gates of mom, 
To lead the train of Phc^us and the spring. no 

Say, why was man so eminently rais'd 
Amid the vast Creation ; why ordain'd 
Through life and death to dart his piercing eye, 
With thoughts beyond the limit of his frame ; 
But that the Omnipotent might send him forth, 
In sight of mortal and immortal powers, 
As on a boundless theatre, to i-ua 
The great career of justice; to exalt 
His generous aim to all diviner dee ds ; 
To chase each partial purpose from his breast; wo 
And through the mists of passion and of sense, 
And through the tossing tide of chance and pain, 
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To hold liis course unfaltering, while the voice 
Of truth and virtue, up the steep aaeent 
Of nature, calls him to his high reward. 
The applauding amile of Heaven ? Else wheiefore 
In mortal HBsoms this unquenched hope, [burns 
That breathes from day to day sublimer things, 
And mocks possession ? wherefore, darts the mind, 
With such resistless ardour, to embrace i"i 

Majestic forms ; impatient to be free. 
Spuming the gross control of wilful mighty ■ 
Proud of the strong contention of her toils ; 
Proud to be dwing ? Who but rather turns 
To heaven's broad fire his unconstrained view, 
Than to the glimmering of a waxen flame? 
Who that, from Alpine heights, hia labouring eye 
Shoots round the wide horizon, to survey 
Kilus or Ganges rolling his bright wave [shade. 
Thro' mountains, plains, thro' empires black with 
And continents of sand, will turn his gaze isi 

To mark the windings of a scanty ril! 
That muroiiirs at his feet ? The high-born soul 
Disdains to rest her heaven-aspiring wing 
Beneath its native quarry. Tir'd of. earth 
And this diurnal scene, she springs aloft 
Through fields of air; pursues the flying atonn; 
Rides on the vollied lightnings through the heaveos ; 
Ori yok'd with whirlwinds and the northern blast, 
Sweejs thelongtract of day.*! Then high she soars 
The blue pi'ofound, and, hoveHng round the sun. 
Beholds him pouring the redundant stream i^ 
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Of light J beholds his unrelenting sway 
Bend the reluctant planets to absolve 
The feted rounds of 'Kme. Tlience far effus'd 
She daj-ts her swiftness up the long career 
Of devious cornels ; through its burning signs 
Exulting measures the perennial wheel 
Of Nature, and looks back on all the stars, 
Whose blended light, as with a milky zone, ™ 
Invests the orient Now amaz'd she views 
The empyreal waste, where happy spirits hold, 
Beyond this concave heaven, their calm abode ; 
And fields of radiance, whose unfading lighi 
Has travell'd the profound six thousand years, 
Nor yet arrives in sight of mortal things. 
iEven on the barriers of the world, untir'd, 
She meditates the eternal depth below ; 
Till, half recoiling, down the headlong steep 
She plunges ; soon o'erwhelm'd and swallow'd up 
In that immense of being. There her hopes ' ai 
Eest at the fated goal. For from the birth 
Of mortal man, the Sovereign jyiaker said, 
That not in humble nor in brief delight, 
Not in the fading echoes of renown, 
Tower's purple robes, nor pleasure's flowery lap, 
The soul should find enjoyment J but from these, 
Turning disdainful to an equal good, 
Through all the ascent of things enlarge her view, 
TiU every bound at length should disappear, m 
And infinite perfection close the scene. 
"\CaU now to mind what high capacious powers 
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Lie folded up in mag ; how far beyond 

The praise of mortals may the eternal growth 

Of Nature to perfection half divine, 

Expand the blooming soul ? What pity, then, 

Should sloth's unkindly fogs depress to earth 

Her tender blossom ; choke the streams of life. 

And blast her spring ! Far otherwise deaign'd 

Almighty "Wisdom ; Nature's happy cares ^ 

The obedient heart far otherwise incline. 

Witness the sprightly joy when aught unknown 

Strikes the quick sense, and waies each activepower 

To brieker measures : witness the neglect 

Of all familiar prospects, though beheld 

With, transport once ; (he fond attentive gaze 

Of young astonishment; the sober zeal 

Of age, commenting on prodigious tMngs. 

For such the bounteous providence of Heaven, 

In every breast implanting this desire mi 

Of objects new and strange, to urge us on 

With unremitted labour to pursue 

Those sacred stores that wait the ripening soul, 

In Truth's exhaustless bosom. What need words 

To paint its power? For this the daring youth 

Breaks from his weeping mother's anxious arms, 

in foreign climes to rove ; the pensive sage. 

Heedless of sleep, or midnight's harmful damp, 

Hangs o'er the sickly taper ; and, untir'd, 

The virgin follows, with enchanted step, m 

The mazes of some wild and wondrous tale, 

From mom to eve j unmindful of her form, 
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"Unmindflil of the liappy dress that stole 
The wishes of the youth, when eyery maid 
With envy pic'd. Hence, finally, hy night 
The village-matron, round the\hlaKing hearth,j 
Suspends the infant audience with her tales. 
Breathing astonishment ! of witching rhymes, 
And evil spirits ; of the death-bed call 
Of him who robh'd the widow, and devour'd ™ 
The orphan's portion ; of unquiet soula 
Kisen from the grave to ease the heavy guilt 
Of deeds in life concealed; of shapes that walk 
At dead of night, and clank their chains, and wave 
3:hB torch of hell around the murderer's bed. 
At every solemn pause the crowd recoil, 
Gazing each other speechless, and congeal'd 
With shivering sighs ; till, eager for the event, 
Around the beldame all erect they hang, 
Each trembling heart with grateful terrors quell'd. 
But lo ! discloa'd in aU her smiling pomp, m 
Where Beauty onward moving claims the verse 
Her charms inspire : the freely-flowing verse 
In thy immortal praise, foi-m divine ! 
Smooths her mellifluent stream. Thee, Beauty, thee 
The regal dome, and thy enlivening ray 
The mossy roofs adore : thou, better sun ! 
For ever beamest on the enchanted heart 
Love, and harmonious wonder, and delight 
Poetic. Brightest progeny of Heaven ! s* 

How shall I trace thy features? where select 
The roseate hues to emulate thy bloom ? 
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Haste, then, my song, thro' Nature's wide expanse, 
Haste, then, and gather all her comeliest wealth, 
Wbate'er bright spoils the florid earth contains, 
Wiate'er the waters, or the liquid ah-, 
To deck thy lovely labour. Wilt thou fly 
With laughing Autumn to the Atlantic isles. 
And range with him the Hesperian field, and see 
Where'er his fingers touch the fruitful grove, a* 
The brandies shoot with gold ; where'er his step 
Marts the glad soil, the tender clusters grow 
With pui-ple ripeness, and invest each hill 
As with the Hushes of an evening sky^ 
Or wilt tlion rather stoop thy vagrant plume. 
Where, gliding thi-o' his daughter's honour'd shades 
The smooth Peneus from his glassy flood 
Reflects pui-pureal Tempo's pleasant sceoe? 
Fair Tempe ! haunt belov'd of sylvan Powers, 
Of Nymphs and Fauns ; where in tl^e golden age 
They play'd in .secret on the shady brmk boi 

With ancient Pan ; while round their choral steps 
Young Hours and genial Gales with constant hand 
Shower'd blossoms, odours, shower'd ambrosial 

And spring's Elysian bloom. Her flowery store 
To thee nor Tempe shall refuse ; nor watch 
Of winged Hydra guard Hesperian fruits 
From thy free spoil. O bear then, unreprov'd, 
Thy smiling treasures to the green n 
Where young Dione stays. With s- 
Entice her forth to lend her angel form 
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For Beauty's houourM image. Hither turn 
Thy graceful footsteps ; hither, gentle maid, 
Incline thy polish'd forehead : let thy eyes 
Effuse the mildness of their azure dawn ; 
And may the fanning breezes waft aside 
Thy radiant locks ; disclosing, as it hends 
iWith airy softness from the marble neck, 
The cheek fair-blooming, and the rosy lip. 
Where winning smiles and pleasures sweet as love, 
"With sanctity and wisdom, tempering blend ml 
Their soft allurement. Then the pleasing force 
Of Nature, and her kind, parental care. 
Worthier I'd sing ; then all the enamour'd youth. 
With each admiring virgin, to my lyre 
Should throng attentive, while I point on high 
Where Beauty's living image, like the Mom 
That waltes in Zephyr's arms the blushing May, 
Moves onward; or as Venus, when she stood 
Effulgent on the pearly car, and smil'd, sso 

Fresh from the deep, and conscious of her form. 
To see the Tritons tune their vocal shells, 
And each cerulean sister of the flood 
With loud acclaim attend her o'er the waves, 
To seek the Idalian bower. Ye smiling band 
Of youths and virgins, who, through all the maze 
Of young desire, with rival steps pursue 
This charm of Beauty ; if the pleasing toil 
Can yield a moment's respite, hither turn 
Your favourable ear, and trust my words. 3«i 

I do not mean to wake the gloomy form 
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Of Superstition, dress'd in Wiadom's garb, 
To damp your tender hopea ; I do not mean 
To bid the jealous thunderer Are the heavens, 
Or shapes infernal rend the groaning earth. 
To fright you from your joys : my cheerful song 
With better omens calls you to the Held, 
Ple.aa'd with yonr generous ardour in the chase, 
And warm lite yon. Then tell rae, for ye know, 
boes Beauty ever deign to dwell where health mo 
knd active use are strangers ? Is her charm 
Confess'd in aught, whose most peculiar ends 
jire lame and fruitless? Or did Nature mean 
[This pleasing call the herald of a lie ; 
To hide the shame of discord and disease. 
And catch with fair hypocrisy the heart 
Of idle faith? no! with better cares 
The indulgent mother, conscious how infirm 
Her ofiapring tread the paths of good and ill. 
By this illustrious image, in each kind sec 

StiU most illustrious where the object holds 
Its native powers most perfect, she by this 
Illumes the headstrong impulse of desire, 
And sanctifies his choice. ^The generous glebe) 
Whose bosom smiles with verdnre, the clear tract 
Of streams delicious to the thirsty soul, 
The bloom of nectar'd fruitage ripe to sense. 
And eveiy chai-m of animated things. 
Are only pledges of a state sincere. 
The integrity and order of their frame, ^'> 

When all is well within, and every end 
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Accompliali'd. Thus was Beauty sent from heayen, 

The lovely ministress of Triitli and Good 

111 this dark world ; for Tnitli and Good are one, 

And Beauty dwells in thera, and they in her, 

With like participation. Wherefore, then, 

sons of earth ! would ye dissolve the tie ? 

O wherefore, with a rash, impetuous aim, 

Seek ye those flowery joys with which the hand 

Of lavish Fancy paints each flattering scene m 

Where Beauty seems to dwell ; nor once inquire 

Where is the sanction of eternal Truth, 

Or where the seal of undeceitful good, 

To save your search from folly ! Wanting these, 

Lo ! Beauty withers in your void embrace. 

And with the glittering of an idiot's toy 

Did Fancy mock your vows. Nor let the gleam 

Of youthful hope that shines upon your hearts 

Be ehill'd or clouded at this awful task. 

To learn the lore of undeceitful good, sm 

And Truth eternal. Though the poisonous charms 

Of baleful Superstition guide the feet 

Of servile numbei-s, through a dreary way 

To their abode, through deserts, thorns, and mire; 

Aod leave the wretched pilgrim all forlorn 

To muse at last amid the ghostly gloom 

Of graves, and hoary vaults, and cloister'd c«lls ; 

To walk with spectres through the midnight shade, 

And to the screaming owl's accursed song 

Attune the dreadful workings of his heart ; «» 

Yet be not ye dismay'd. A gentler star 
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Tour lovely search iUumincs. From the grove 
Where Wisdom talk'd witli her Athenian sons, 
Could inj ambitious hand entwine a ivreath 
Of Plato's olive with the Mantuan bay, 
Then should my powerful verse at once dispel 
Those monkish horrors j then in light divine 
Disclose the Elysian prospect, where the steps 
Of those whom Nature charms, through blooming 

walks. 
Through fi-agrant mountains and poetic streams, 
Amid the train of sages, heroes, bards, *n 

Led by their winged Genius, and the choir 
Of laurell'd science and harmonious art, 
Proceed exulting to the eternal shrine, 
Where TVuth conspicuous with her sister-twins, 
The undivided partners of her sway, 
With good and beauty reigns. O let not us, 
Lull'd by luxurious Pleasure's languid straiA, || 
Or crouching to the frowns of bigot rage, 
let us not a moment pause to join <2" 

That godlike hand. And if the gracious Power 
Who first awaken'd my untutor'd song, 
Will to my invocation breathe anew 
The tuneful spu'it; then, througli all our paths. 
Ne'er shall the sound of this devoted lyre 
Be wanting ; whether on the rosy mead. 
When summer smiles, to warn the melting heart 
Of luxury's allurement; whether firm 
Against the torrent and the stubborn hill 
To urge bold Virtue's unremitted nerve, ^^ 
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And wake the strong divinity of soul 

That conquers chance and fate ; or whether struck 

For sounds of triumph, to proclaim her toiis 

Upon the lofty summit, round her brow 

To twine the wreatii of ineorrnptive praise ; 

To trace her haUow'd light through future worlds, 

And bless Heaven's image in the heart of man. 

Thus with a faithful aim have we presum'd, 
Adventurous, to deliaeate Nature's form ; 
Whether in vast, majestic pomp array'd, mo 

Or drest for pleasing wonder, or serene 
In Beauty's rosy smile. It now remains, 
Through various being's fair proportioned scale, 
To trace the rising lustre of her charms, 
From their first twilight, shining forth at length 
To fuU meridian splendour. Of degree 
The least and lowliest, in the effusive warmth 
Of colours mingling with a random blaze, 
Doth Beauty dwelh Then higher in the line 
And variation of determin'd shape, *» 

Where Truth's eternal measures mark the bound 
Of circle, cube, or sphere. The third ascent 
Unites this varied symmetry of parts 
With colour's bland allurement ; as the pearl 
Shines in the concave of its azure bed, 
And painted shells indent their speckled wreath. 
Then more attractive rise the blooming forms 
Through which the breath of Nature has infus'd 
Her genial power to draw with pregnant veins 
Nutritious moisture from the bounteotis earth, «» 
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In fruit and seed prolific : thus the flowers 

Their purple honours with the Spring resume ; 

And such the stately tree which Autumn bends 

With blushing treasures, j But more lovely stiU 

Is Nature's charm, where to the full consent 

Of complicated members, to the bloom 

Of colour, and the vital change of growth, 

Life's holy flame and pierdng sense are given, 

And active motion speaks the temper'd soul: 

So moves the bird of Juno ; so the steed '" 

With rival ardour beats the dusty plahi, 

And faithful dogs with eager airs of joy 

Salute their fellows. Thus doth Beauty dwell 

There most conspicuous, even in outward shape. 

Where dawns the higli expression of a mind / 

By steps conducting our enraptur'd seSrch 

To that eternal origin, whose power. 

Through all tiie unbounded symmetry of thmgs, 

Like rays effulging from the parent sun, J 

This endless mixture of hor charms difFus'<Jj^ «» 

ilind,mind alone, (bear witiiess earth and heaven 1) 

The living fountains in itself cont^ns 

Of beauteous and sublime: here, hand in hand. 

Sit paramount the Graces ; here enthron'd, 

Celestial Venus, with divinest airs. 

Invites the sou! to never-fading joy. 

Look then abroad through nature, to the range 

Of planets, suns, and adamantine spheres 

Wheeling unshaken tiirough the void immense ; 

And speak, O man! does this capacious scene ™ 
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"With half that kindling majesty dilate 

Thy strong conception, as when Brutus rose 

Refulgent from the stroke of Ciesar's fate, 

Amid the crowd of patriots ; and his arm 

Aloft extending, like eternal Jove 

When guilt brings down the thunder, call'd aloud 

On Tully's name, and shook his crimson steel, 

And bade the father of his country, hail! 

For lo ! the tyrant pi-ostrafe on tlie dust. 

And Rome again is free ! la aught so fair s» 

In all the dewy landscapes of the Spring, 

In the bright eye of Hesper, or the mom. 

In Nature's fairest forms, is aught so fair 

As virtuous friendship ? as the candid blush 

Of him who strives with fortune to be just ? 

The graceful tear that streams for others' woes ? 

Or the mild majesty of private hfe, 

"Where Peace with ever-hlooming olive crowns 

The gate ; where Honour's Uheral hands effuse 

Unenvied treasures, and the snowy wings,^ lao 

Of Innocence and Love protect the scene \ 

Once more search, undismay'd, the dark profound 

Where Nature works in secret ; view the beds 

Of mineral treasure, and the eternal vault 

That bounds the hoary ocean ; trace the forms 

Of atoms moving with incessaot change 

Their elemental round ;/behold the seeds 

Of being, and the energy of life 

Kindling the mass with ever-active flame: 

Then to the secrets of the working mind «» 
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Attentive turn; from dim oblivion call 
Her fleet, ideal band ; and bid them, go 1 
Break through time's barrier, and o'ertake the hour 
That saw the heavens created : then declare 
If aught were found in those esteraal scenes 
To move thy wonder now. For what are all 
The forms which brute, unconscious matter wears, 
Greatness of bulk, or symmetry of parts ? 
Not reaching to the heart, soon feeble grows 
Tte superficial impulse ; dull tLeir charms, s» 
And satiate soon, and pall the languid eye. 
Not so the moral species, nor the powers 
Of genius and design ; the ambitious mind 
There sees herself: by these congenial forms 
Touch'd and awaken'd, with intenser act 
She bends each nerve, and meditates well pleas'd 
Her features in the mirror. For of all 
The inhabitants of earth, to man alone 
Creative Wisdom gave to lift his eye 
, To Truth's eternal measures ; thence to frame «» 
The sacred laws of action aild of will, 
Discerning justice from unequal deeds, 
And temperance from folly. But beyond 
This enei^ of Truth, whose dictates bind 
Assenting reason, the benignant Sire, 
To deck the honour'd paths of just and good. 
Has added bright Imagination's rays : 
Where Virtue, rising from the awful depth 
Of Truth's mysterious bosom, doth forsake 
The unaddm'd condition of her birth ; «m 
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And, dress'd by Fancy in ten thousand huea, 

Assumes a vaiious feature, to attract, 

With charms responsive to each gazer's eye, 

The hearts of men. Amid his rural walls, 

The ingenuous youth, whom solitude inspires 

Witli purest wishes, from the pensive shade 

Beholds her moving, like a vii^in muse 

That wakes her lyre to some indulgent theme 

Of harmony and wonder ; while among 

'Qjeierd.oLservilemnds, her strenuous form sw 

Indignant flashes on the patriot's eye. 

And through the" tolls of memory appeals 

To ancient honour, or in act serene, 

Yet watchful, maes the majestic sword 

Of public Power, from dark Ambition's reach 

To guard the sacred volume of the laws. 

Genius of ancient Greece I whose faithful steps 
VWell pleas'd I follow through the sacred paths 
bf Nature and of Science ; nurse diviue 
Of all heroic deeds and fair desires ! m 

O I let the breath of thy extended praise 
Inspire my kindling bosom to the height 
Of this untempted theme. Nor be my thoughts 
Presumptuous counted, if, amid the calm 
That soothes this vernal evening into smiles, 
I steal impatient from the sordid haunts 
Of Strife and low Ambition, to attend 
Thy sacred presence in the sylvan shade, 
By their malignant footsteps ne'er profan'd. 

a propitious ! to my favour'd eye ; =« 
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Such in thy mien, thy warm, exalted air, 

As when the Persian tyrant, foil'd and stung 

"With shame and desperation, gnash'd his teeth 

To see thee rend the pageants of his throne ; 

And at the lightning of thy hfted spear 

Crouch'd hke a slave. Bring all thy martial spoils, 

Thy palms, thy laurels, thy triumphal songs. 

Thy smiling band of art, thy godlike sires 

Of civil wisdom, thy heroic youth m 

Warm from the schools of glory. Guide my way 

Through fair Lyceum's walk, the'green retreats ' 

Of Academus, and the thymy vale, 

Where oft enchanted with Socratic sounds, 

Ilissus pure devolv'd Ma tuaeful stream 

In gentler murmurs. TFrom the blooming store 

Of these auspicious fields, may I unhlam'd 

Transplant some living blossoms to adorn 

My native elime : while, far above the Bight 

Of Fancy's plume aspiring, I unlock 

The springs of ancient wisdom ; while I join coo 

Thy name, thrice honour'd ! with the immortal praise 

Of Nature; while to my compatriot youth 

I point the high example of thy sons. 

And tune to Attic themes the British lyre. 
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"When sliaJl the laurel and the vocal string 
Resume their honours? When shall we hehold 
The tunefiil tongue, the Promethean hand 
Aspire to aneient praise ? Alas ! how faint, 
How slow the dawn of Beauty and of Truth 
Breaks the relucta.nt shades of Gothic night 
"Which yet involve the nations I Long they groan'd 
Beneath tlie furies of rapacious force, 
Oft as the gloomy north, with iron swarms 
Tempestuous pouring from her frozen caves, lo 
Blasted the Italian shore, and sw^t the works 
Of Liberty and Wisdom down the gulph 
Of all-devouring night. As long imnmr'd 
In noontide darkness hy the glimmering lamp, 
Each Muse and each fair Science pin'd away 
The sordid hours ; while foul, barbarian hands 
Their mysteries profan'd, unstrung the lyre, 
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And chain'd the soaring pinion down to earth. 

At last the Muses rose, and spurn'd their bonds, 

And, wildly warbling, seattgi!d, as they flew, w 

Their blooming wreaths from fair Valclusa's bowers 

To Amo's myrtle border and the shore 

Of soft Parttenope. But still the rage 

Of dire ambition and gigantic power, 

From public aims and from the busy walk 

Of civil commerce, drove the bolder train 

Of penetrating Science to the cells, 

Where studious Ease consumes the silent hour 

In shadowy searches and unfruitful care. 

Thus §xim their guardians torn, the tender arts s> 

Of mimic fancy and harmonious joy, 

To priestly dommation and the lust 

Of lawless courts, their amiable toil 

For three inglorious ages have resign'd, 

In vain reluctant ; and Torquato's tongue 

"Was tun'd for slavish pgeans at the throne 

Of tinsel pomp ; and Eaphael's magic hand 

Effus'd its feir creation to enchant 

The fond adoring herd in Latian fanes 

To blind behef ; while on their prostrate necks « 

The sable tyrant plants his heel secure. 

But now, behold I the radiant era dawns, 

Wheu freedom's ample fabric, fix'd at length 

For endless years on Albion's happy shore 

In full proportion, once more shall extend 

To all the kindred powers of social bliss 
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There shall theViitues,thoreBbaII Wisdom's train, 

Their long-lost friends rejoiaing, as of old, 

Embrace the smiling family of Ai'ts, w 

The Muses and the Gracea. Then no more 

Shall Vice, distracting their delicious gifts 

To aims ahliorr'd, with high distaste and aeorn 

Turn from their charms the philosopHe eye, 

The patriot bosom ; then no more the paths 

Of public care or intellectual toil, 

Alone by footstepa haughty and severe 

In gloomy state be trod ; the haimo o Miise 

And her persuasive sisters then hill [ lant 

Their sheltering laurels o'er the bleak as ent so 

And scatter flowers along the r ggel wiy 

Arm'd with the lyre, already have we dir 1 

To pierce divine Philosophy's retreats. 

And teach the Muse her lore ; already strove 

Their long-divided honours to unite, 

While tempering this deep argument we sang 

Of Truth and Beauty. Now the same glad task 

Impends ; now urging our ambitious toil, 

We hasten to recount the various springs 

Of adventitious pleasure, which adjoin ro 

Their grateful influence to the prime effect 

Of objects grand or beauteous, and enlarge 

The complicated joy. The ^aweets of se nse. 

Do they not oft with kind accession flow. 

To raise harmonious Fancy's native charm ? 

So while we taste the fragrance of the rose, 

Glows not her blush the fairer ? While we view 
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Amid the noontide walk a limpid riU 
Gush through the trickling herbage, to the thirst 
Of summer yielding the delicious draught so 

Of cooi refteshment ; o'er the mossy hriuk 
Shines not the surface clearer, aud the waves 
With sweeter music murmur as they flow ? 

Nor this alone : the various lot of life 
Oft from external ci rcumstance assumes 
A moment's disposition to rejoice 
In those delights which at a different hour 
Would pass unheeded. Fair the face of Spring, 
When rural songs and odours wake the mom, 
To every eye ; but how much more to his *i 

Bound whom the bed of sickness long diffus'd 
Its melancholy gloom ! how doubly fair. 
When flrst with fresh-bora vigour he intales 
The balmy breeze, and feels the blessed sun 
Warm at his bosom, from the springs of life 
Chasing oppressive damps and languid pain ! 
Or shall I mention, where celestial Truth 
Her awful light discloses, to bestow 
A more majestic pomp on Beauty's frame? 
iFor man loves knowledge, and the beams of Truth 
■More welcome touch his understanding's eye, ira 
Than all the blandishments of sound his ear, 
Than all of taste his tongue. Nor ever yet 
The melting rainbow's vernal-tinctur'd hues 
To me have shown so pleasing, as when first 
The hand of Science pointed out the path 
In whicli the sunbeams gleaming from the west 
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Fall on the watery cloud, whose darksome veil 
Involves the orient ; and that trickling shower 
Piercing through every crystalline convex in 

Of clustering dewdrops to their fliglit oppos'd, 
Recoil at length where concave all heliind 
The internal surface of each glassy orb 
Eepela their forward passage into air; 
That thence direct they eeek the radiant goal 
From which their course began ; and as they strike 
In difierent lines the gazer's obvious eye, 
Assume a different lustre, through the brede 
Of colours changing from the splendid rose 
To the pale violet's dejected hue, isn 

Or shall we touch that kind access of joy, 
That springs to each fair object, while we trace, 
Through all its fabric, Wisdom's artful aim 
Disposing every part, and gaining still 
By means proportion'd her benignant end? 
Speak ye the pure delight, whose favour'd steps 
The lamp of Science through the jealous maze 
Of Nature guides, when haply you reveal 
Her secret honours ; whether in the sky. 
The beauteous laws of light, the central powers 
That wheel the pensile planets round the year ; 
Whether in wonders of the rolling deep, 132 

Or the rich fruits of all-sustaining earth. 
Or flne-adjuated springs of life and sense, 
Te scan the counsels of their Author's hand. 

What, when to raise the meditated scene. 
The flame of passion, through the struggling soul 
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Deep-kindled, shows across tliat sudden blaze 

The object of its rapture, vast of size. 

With fierce r colours and a night of shade ? mo 

What ? like a storm from their capacious bed 

The sounding seas o'e r whel ming, when the might 

Of these eruptions, working from the depth 

Of man's strong apprehension, shakes his frame 

Even to the base; from every naked sense 

Of pain or pleasure dissipating all 

Opinion's feeble coverings, and the veil 

Spun from the cobweb fashion of the times 

To hide the feeling heart ? Then Nature speaks 

Her genuine language, and the words of men, lai 

Big with the very motion of their souls, 

Declare with what accumulated force, 

The impetuo us nerve of pa ssion urgesjm 

Tlie native w eig ht and en er^'^[^jngs. 

Tet more : her honours where nor Beauty claims, 
Nor shows of good the thirsty sense allure, 
From passion's power alooe our nature holds 
Essential pleasure. Passion's fierce illapse 
Rouses the mind's whole fabric; with supplies 
Of daily impulse keeps the elastic powers icu 

Intensely pois'd, and polishes anew 
By that collision all the fine machine : 
Else rust would rise, and foulness, by degrees 
Incumbering, choke at last what Heaven design'd 
For ceaseless mofion and a round of toil. 
— But say, does every passion thus to man 
Administer delight? That name indeed 
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Becomes the rosy breath of love ; becomes 

The radiant smiles of joy, the applaudiog hand 

Of admiration ; but the bitter shower iro 

That sorrow sheds upon a brother's grave ; 

But the dumb palsy of nocturnal fear, 

Or those consuming fires that gnaw the heart 

Of panting indignation, find we there 

To move delight? — Then listen while my tongue 

The unalter'd will of Heaven with faithful awe 

Keveals ; what old Harmodius wont to teach 

My early age ; Harmodius, who had weigh'd 

Within his learned mind whate'er the schools 

Of Wisdom, or thy lonely-whispering voice, iso 

faithful Nature ! dictate of the laws 

Whijh govern and support this mighty frame 

Of universal being. Oft the hours 

Prom morn to eve have stolen unmark'd away, 

While mute attention hung upon bis lips. 

As thus the sage his awful tale began ; 

" 'Twas in the windings of an ancient wood, 
When spotless youth with solitude resigns 
To sweet philosophy the studious day. 
What time pale Autumn shades the silent eve, i» 
Musing I rov'd. Of good and evil much. 
And much of mortal man my thought revolv'd ; 
When starting fiill on fancy's gushing eye 
The mournful image of Parthenia's fate, 
That hour, long belov'd and long deplor'd! 
When blooming youth, nor gentlest wisdom's arts, 
Nor Hymen's honours gather'd for thy brow, 
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Nor all thy lover's, all tby father's tears 
Avail'd to snatoh tliee from tlie cruel grave ; 
Thy agonizing looks, thy last farewell, aw 

Struck to the inmost feeling of my soul 
As with the hand of Death. At once the ahade 
More horrid nodded o'er. me, and tlie winds 
With hoarser murmuring shook tie branches. Dark 
As midnight storms, the scene of human things 
Appear'd before me ; deserts, burning sands, 
Where the parch'd adder dies; the frozen south, 
And desolation blasting all the west 
With rapine and with murder ; tyrant power 
Here sifs enthron'd with blood ; the baleful charms 
Of superstition there infect the skiea, ai 

And turn the sun to horror. Gracious Heaven ! 
What is the life of man ? Or cannot these, 
Not these portents thy awful wiH suffice ? 
That, propagated thus beyond their scope, 
They rise to act their cruelties anew 
In my afflicted bosom, thus decreed 
The universal sensitive of pain, 
The wretched heir of evils not its own I " 

Thus I impatient ; when, at once effus'd, 2» 
A flashing torrent of celestial day 
Burst through the shadowy void. With slow descent 
A purple cloud came floating through the sky. 
And pois'd at length within the circling trees, 
Hung obvious to my view ; till opening wide 
Its Incid orb, a more than human form 
Emerging lean'd majestic o'er my head, 
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And instant tKunder shook the conscious grove. 
Then melted into air the liquid cloud, 
And all the shining vision stood reveal'd. ^ 

A wreath of palm his ample forehead hound, 
And o'er his shoulder, manthag to his knee, 
Flow'd the transparent robe, around his waist 
Collected with a radiant zone of gold 
Ethereal : there in mystic signs engrav'd, 
I read his office high and sacred name. 
Genius of human kind 1 Appall'd I gaz'd 
The godlike presence; for athwart his hrow 
Displeasure, temper'd with a mild concern, 
Look'd down reluctant on me, and his words aw 
Like distant thunders broke the murmuring air. 

" Vain are thy thoughts, child of mortal birth ! 
And impotent thy tongue. Is thy short span 
Capacious of this universal frame ? 
Thy wisdom all suiBcient ? Thou, alas ! 
Dost thou aspire to judge between the Lord 
Of Nature and his works ? to lift thy voice 
Agfunst the sovereign order he decreed, 
All good and lovely ? to blaspheme the bands 
Of tenderness innate and social love, ao 

Holiest of things ! by which the general orb 
Of being, as by adamantine links, 
"Was drawn to perfect union and sustain'd 
From everlasting ? Hast thou felt the pangs 
Of softening sorrow, of indignant zeal 
So grievous to the sonl, as thence to wish 
The ties of Nature broken from thy frame ; 
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That so thy aelfiah, unrelenting heart 
Might cease to mourn its lot, no longer then 
The wretched heir of evils not its own ? sbo 

fair henevolence of generous minds I 

man by Nature form'd for all mantind ! " 
He spoke : abash'd and silent I remaln'd, 

As conscious of my tongue's offence, and aw'd 
Before Ms presence, though my secret soul 
Disdain'd the imputation. On the ground 

1 fls'd my eyes ; till from his airy couch 

He atoop'd sublune, and touching with his hand 
My dazzling forehead, "Raise thy sight," he cried, 
" And let thy sense convince thy erring tongue." 

I look'd, and lo ! the former scene was chang'd ; 
For verdant alleys and surrounding trees, aa 

A solitary prospect, wide and wild, 
Eush'd on my senses. 'Twas a horrid pile^ 
Of hills with many a shaggy forest mix'd, 
With many a sable cliff and glittering streamy 
Aloft recumboiit o'er the hanging ridge, 
The brown woods wav'd; while ever-trickling 

springs 
Wash'd from the naked roots of oak and pine 
The crumbling soil ; and still at every fall seo 

Down the steep windings of the channel'd rock, 
Remnrmuring rush'd the congregated floods 
With hoarser inundation; till at last 
They reach'd a grassy plain, which from the skirts 
Of that high desert spread her verdant lap, 
And drank the gushing moisture, where, confin'd 
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In one smooth current, o'er the lilied yale 
Clearer than glass it flow'd. Autumnal spoils 
Luxuriant spreading to the rays of morn, , 

Biush'd o'er the difis, whose half-encircling moaod 
As in a sylvan theatre enclos'd am 

That flowery level. On the river's brink 
I spied a fair pavilion, which diffiis'd 
lis floating umbrage 'mid the silver shade 
Of osiers. Now the western sun reveal'd 
Between two parting clifis his golden orb, 
And pour'd across the shadow of the hills, 
On rocks and floods, a yellow stream of light 
That cheer'd the solemn scene. My listening 

powers 
Were aw'd, and every tliought in silence hung, aw 
And wondering expectation. Then the voice 
Of that celestial power, the mystic show. 
Declaring, thus my deep attention eall'd; 
" Inhabitant of earth, to whom is given 
The gracious ways of Providence to learn, 
Receive my sayings with a steadfast ear; — 
Know then, the Sovereign Spirit of the world. 
Though, self-collected from eternal time, 
Within his own deep essence he beheld 
The bounds of true felicily complete ; ai» 

Yet, by immense benignity inclin'd 
To spread around him that primeval joy 
Which flll'd himself, he rais'd his plastic arm, 
And sounded through the hollow depths of apace 
The strong, creative mandate. Straight arose 



iiMP^h, Google 



IMAGINATION. BOOK I 



151 



These heavenly orbs, the glad abodes of life, 

Effusive kindled by his breath divine 

Tlirongh endless forms of being. Each inhal'd 

From him its portion of the vital flame, 

In measure such, that, from the wide complex sa 

Of coexistent orders, one might rise, 

One order, aU-invoIving and entire. 

He too beholding in the sacred light 

Of his essential reason, all the shapes 

Of swift contingence, all successive ties 

Of action propagated through the sum 

Of possible existence, he at once, 

Down the long series of eventful time. 

So fis'd the dates of being, so diapos'd 

To every living soul of every kind ^ 

The field of motion and the hour of rest, 

That all conspir'd to his supreme design, 

To universal good; with full accord 

Answering the mighty model he had chose. 

The beat and fairest of unuumber'd worlds 

That lay from everlj^ting in the store 

Of his divine conceptions. Nor content, 

By one exertion of creative power 

His goodness to reveal ; through every age, 

Through every moment up the tract of time, ^ 

His parent hand with ever new increase 

Of happiness and virtue has adorn'd 

The vast harmonious frame : his parent hand, 

Prom the mute shell-fish gasping on the shore. 

To men, to angels, to celestial minds 
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For ever leads the g 
To higher scenes of being ; while, supplied 
From day to day with his enlivening breath, 
Inferior orders in succession rise 
To fill the void below. As flame ascends, aw 

As bodies to their proper centre move, 
As the pois'd ocean to the attracting moon 
Obedient swells, and every headlong stream 
Devolves its winding waters to the main; 
(So all things which have life aspire to God, 
The sun of being, boiindleaa, unimpair'd, 
Centre of souls I Nor does the faithful voice 
Of Nature cease fo prompt their eager steps 
Aright ; nor is the care of Heaven withheld 
From granting to the task proportion'd aid ; Mo 
That in their stations all may persevere 
To climb the aiscent of being, and approach 
For ever nearer to the life divine. 

" That rocky pile thou fieest, that verdant lawn 
Fresh-water'd from the mountains. Let the scene 
Paint in thy fancy the primeval seat 
Of man, and where the Will Supreme ordain'd 
His mansion, that pavilion fair-diffus'd 
Along the shady brink ; in this recess 
To wear the appointed season of his youth, sro 
Till riper hours should open to his toil 
The high communion of superior minds. 
Of consecrated heroes and of gods. 
Nor did the Sire Omnipotent forget 
His tender bloom to cherish ; nor withheld 
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Celestial footsteps from his green abode. 

Oft from the radiant honours of his throne, 

He sent whom most he loy'd, the sovereign fair, 

The effluence of his glory, whom he plac'd 

Before his eyes for erer to behold ; mo 

Tim goddess from whose inspiration flows 

The toil of patriots, the delight of friends ; 

Without whose work divine, in heaven or earli 

Nought lovely, nought propitious comes to pass, 

Nor hope nor praise nor honour. Her the Sire 

Gave it ia charge to rear the blooming mind, 

The folded powers to open, to direct 

The growth luxuriant of his young desires, 

And from the laws of this majestic world 

To teach him what was good. ' As thus the nymph 

Her daily care attended, by her side ssi 

With constant steps her gay companion stay'd. 

The fair Euphrosyne, the gentle queen 

Of smiles, and graceful gladness, and deligits 

That cheer alike the hearts of mortal men 

And powers immortal. See the shining pair ! 

Behold, where from his dwelling now disclos'd 

They quit their youthful charge and seek tlie skies." 

I look'd, and on the flowery turf there stood. 
Between two radiant forms, a smiling youth «o 
Whose tender cheeks display'd the venial flower 
Of beauty ; sweetest innocence illum'd 
His bashful eyes, and on his polish'd brow 
Sate youDg simplicity. With fond regard. 
He view'd the associates, as theh; steps they mov'dj 
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The younger chief his ardent eyes detain'd, 
With mild regret invoking her return. 
Bright as the star of evening she appear'd 
Amid the dusky scene. Eternal youth 
O'er all her form ite glowing honours breath'd ; 
And smiles eternal from her candid eyes 'n 

Flow'd, like the dewy lustre of the mom 
Effusive trembling on the placid waves. 
The spring of heaven had shed its blushing spoils 
To bmd her sable tresses ; full difFus'd, 
Her yeUow mantle float«d in the breeze; 
And in her hand she waVd a living branch 
EJch with immortal fruits, of power to calm 
The wrathful heart, and from the brightening eyes 
To chase the cloud of sadness. More sublime *» 
TKo heavenly partner mov'd. The prime of age 
Compos'd her steps. The presence of a god, 
High on the circle of her brow enthron'd, 
From each majestic motion darted awe, 
Devoted awe ! till, cherish'd by her looks 
Benevolent and meek, confiding love 
To filial rapture soften'd all the soul. 
Free in her graceful hand she pois'd the sword 
Of chaste dominion. An heroic crown 
Diaplay'd the old simplicity of pomp «« 

Around her honour'd head. A matron's robe, 
White as the sunshine streams thro' vernal clouds, 
Her stately form invested. Hand in hand 
The immortal pair forsook the enamel'd green, 
Ascending slowly. Kaye of limpid light 
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Gleatu'd round their path ; celestial soiinds wei 

heard, 
And through the fragrant air ethereal dews 
Distill'd around them ; till at once the clouds, 
Disparting wide in midway sky, withdrew 
Their airy veil, and left a bright expanse t 

Of empyrean flame, where, spent and drown'd. 
Afflicted vision plung'd in vain to scan 
What object it involv'd. My feeble eyes 
Endur'd not. Bending down to earth I stood, 
With dumb attention. Soon a female voice, 
As watery murmurs sweet, or warbling shades, 
With sacred invocation thus began : 

" Father of gods and mortals ! whose right arm 
With reins eternal guides the moving heavens, 
Bend thy propitious ear. Behold well pleas'd « 
I seek to finish thy divine decree. 
With frequent steps I visit yonder seat 
Of man, thy offipring ; from the tender seeds 
Of justice and of wisdom, to evolve 
The latent honours of his generous frame ; 
Till thy conducting hand shall raise his lot 
From earth's dim scene to these ethereal walks, 
The temple of thy glory. But not me. 
Not my directing voice he oft requires, 
Or hears delighted; this enchanting maid, ia 

The associate thou hast given me, her alone 
He loves, Father ! absent, her he craves ; 
And but for her glad presence ever joined, 
Rejoices not in mine ; that all my hopes 
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This tliy benignant purpose to fulfil, 
I deem uncertain ; and my daily cares 
Unfruitful all and vain, unless by ttee 
Still farther aided in the work divine." 

She ceas'd ; a voice more awful thus replied : 
" thou ! in whom for ever I delight, ^'' 

Fairer than all the inhabitants of heaven, 
Beat image of tby Author! far from thee 
Be disappointment or distaste or blamo ; 
Who soon or late shalt every work fulfil, 
And no resistance find. If man refuse 
To hearken to thy dictates ; or, allur'd 
By meaner joys, to any other power 
Transfer the honors due to thee alone ; 
That joy which he pursues he ne'er shaU taste. 
That power in whom delighteth ne'er behold. «d 
Go then, once more, and happy be thy toil : 
Go then I but lot not this thy smiling friend 
Partake thy footsteps, In her stead, behold ! 
"With thee the son of Nemesis I send; 
The fiend abhorr'd I whose vengeance takes account 
Of sacred order's violated laws. 
See where he calls thee, burning to be gone. 
Fierce fo exhaust the tempest of his wrath 
On yon devoted head. But thou, my child, 
Control his cruel frenzy, and protect «" 

Thy tender charge ; that, when despair shall grasp 
His agonizing bosom, he may learn, 
Then he may learn to love the gracious hand 
Alone suf&cient in the hour of ill 
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To eaye his feeble spirit; then confess 

Thy genuine honoui-s, O excelling fair ! 

When all the plagues that wait the deadly will 

Of this avenging demon, all the storms 

Of night infernal, serve but to display 

The energy of thy superior charms m 

With mildest awe triumphant o'er his rage, 

And shining clearer in the horrid gloom." 

Here ceas'd that awful voice ; and soon I felt 
The cloudy curtain of refreshing eve 
Was clos'd once more, from that immortal Are 
Sheltering my eye-lids. Looking up, I view'd 
A vast, gigantic spectre striding on 
Thro' murmuriag thunders and a waste of clouds. 
With dreadful action. Black aa niglil, his brow I 
Relentless frowns involv'd. His savage limbs ™ 
With sharp impatience violent he writh'd. 
As through convulsive anguish; and his hand, 
Arm'd with a scorpion lash, full oft he raia'd 
In madness to his bosom ; while his eyes 
Eain'd bitter tears, and bellowing loud he shook 
The void with horror. Silent by his side 
The virgin came. No discomposure stirr'd 
Her features. From the glooms which hung around. 
No stain of darkness mingled with the beam 
Of her divine effulgence. Now they stoop k» 

Upon the river bank ; and now to hail 
His wonted guests, with eager steps advanc'd 
The unsuspecting inmate of the shade. 

As when a famish'd wolf, that all night long 
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Had rang'd the Alpine snows, by chance at morn 
Sees from a cliff, incumbent o'er the smoke 
Of some lone village, a neglected kid 
That strays along the wild for herb or spring; 
Down from the winding ridge he sweeps amain, 
And tliinks he tears him: so, with tenfold rage, ts" 
The monster sprung remorseless on hia prey. 
Amaz'd the stripling stood : with panting breast 
Feebly he pour'd the lamentable wail 
Of helpless consternation, struck at once, 
And rooted to the ground. The Queen beheld 
Hia terror, and with looks of tenderest care 
Advanc'd to save him. Soon the tyrant felt 
Her awful power. His keen, tempestuous arm 
Hung nerveless, nor descended where his rage 
Had aim'd the deadly blow ; then dumb retir-d mo 
With sullen rancour. Lo ! the sovereign maid 
Folds with a mother's arms the fainting hoy. 
Till life rekindles in his rosy cheek ; [tongue : 

Then grasps his hands, and cheers him with her 
" wake thee, rouse thy spirit ! Shall the spite 
Of yon tormentor thus appaJ thy heart, 
While I, thy friend and guardian, am at hand 
To rescue and to heal ? let thy soul 
Remember, what the wiU of Heaven ordains 
Is ever goodTorali; and if for all, ^ 

Then good for thee. Nor only by the warmth 
And soothing sunshine of delightful things, 
Do minds grow up and flourish. Oft misled 
(By that bland light, the young, unpractis'd views 
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Of reason wander through a fatal road, 

Far from their native aim; as if to lie 

Inglorious in the fragrant shade, and wait 

The soft access of eyer-circling joys, 

Were all the end of being. Ask thyself, 

This pleasing error did it never lull e 

Thy wislies ? Has thy constant heart refus'd 

The silken fetters of dehcious ease? 

Or when, divine Euphrosyne appear'd 

Within this dwelling, did not thy desires 

Hang far below the measure of thy fate, 

Which I reveal'd before thee ? and thy eyes, 

Impatient of my counsels, turn away 

To drink the soft effusion of her smiles ? 

Know then, for this the everlasting Sire 

Deprives thee of her presence, and instead, k 

wise and still benevolent ! ordains 

This horrid visage hither to pnrsue 

My steps; that so thy nature may discern 

Its real good, and what alone can save 

Thy feeble spirit in this hour of ill 

From folly and despair, O yet heloVd ! 

Let not ,*M& headlong terror quite o'erwhelm 

Thy ecatter'd powers ; nor fatal deem the rage 

Of this tormentor, nor his proud assault, 

While I am here to vindicate thy loil, bb 

Above the generous question of thy arm. 

Brave by thy fears, and in thy weakness strong, 

This hour he triumphs ; but confront his might, 

And dare him to the combat, then with ease 
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Disarm'd and quell' d, his fiei'ceneas he resigns 

To bondage and to scorn ; wWle thus iuur'd 

By watchful danger, by unceasing toil. 

The imiQortal mind, superior to his fate, 

Amid the outrage of external things, 

Firm as the solid hase of thia great world, tw 

Rests on his own foundations. Blow, ye winds! 

Ye waves ! ye thunders ! roU your tempest on ; 

Shake, yc old pillars of the marble sky I 

Till all its orbs and all ita worlds of fire 

Be loosen'd from their seats; yet still serene. 

The unconquer'd mind looks down upoa tlie wreck ; 

And ever stronger as the storms advance. 

Firm througli the closmg rain holds his way, 

Where Nature calls him to the destin'd goal." 

So spake the goddess ; while through all her frame 
Celestial raptures flow'd, in every word, m 

In every motion, kindling warmth divine 
To seize who listen'd. Vehement and swift 
As lightning fires the a,romatio shade 
In iEthiopian fields, the stripling felt 
Her inspiration catch his fervid soul. 
And, starting from his languor, thus exelaim'd : 

" Thenlet the trial come 1 and witness thou, 
If terror be upon me; if I alirink 
To meet the storm, or falter in my strength cm 
When hardest it besets me. Do not think 
That I am fearful and infirm of soul. 
As late thy eyes beheld : ibr thou hast chang'd 
My nature ; thy commanding voice has wak'd 
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Mj languid powera to bear me boldly on, 

Where'er the wM divine my path ordaina 

Through toil or peril', only do not thou 

Forsake me ; be thou for ever near, 

That I may listen to thy sacred voice, 

And gnide by thy decree, my conalanl feet. ■• 

But say, for ever are my eyes bereft? 

Say, shaU the fair Euphrosynd not once 

Appear again to ch«:m me? Thou, in heaven ! 

O thou eternal arbiter of things ! 

Be thy great bidding done ; for who am I, 

To question thy appointment ? let the t.-oms 

Of this avenger every morn o'ercast 

The cheerful dawn, and every evening damp 

■With double night my dwelling ; I will learn 

To hail them both, and unrepming bear ^ 

His baleful presence : but permit my tongue 

One glad request, and if my deed, may hud 

Thy awful eye propitious, O restore 

The rosy-featur'd maid ; again to cheer 

This lonely seat, and bless me with her smiles. 

Ho spolio i when instant thiou|h the sable glooms 
•With which that turiou. presence had involv'd 
The ambient ait, a Joed of radiance came 
Swift as the lightning Sash ; the melldng clouds 
Flew diverse, and, amid the blue serene, « 

EupbrosynS appear-d With sprightly step 
The nymph alighted on the irrignous lawn, 
And to her wondering audience thus began : 
» Lo ! I am here to answer to your vows. 
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And be tlie meeling fortunate 1 I come 
Witli joyful tidings ; we shall part no more — 
Hark ! how the gentle echo froai her cell 
Talks through the cliffs, and, murmuring o'er the 

stream, 
Repeats the accents ; we shall part no more. 
O my delightful friends 1 well pleas'd on high «» 
.The Father has beheld jou, while the might 
Of that stern foe with bitter trial prov'd 
Tour equal doings : then for ever spake 
The high decree ; that thou, celestial maid ! 
Howe'er that grisly phantom on thy steps 
May soraetimea dare intrude, yet never more 
Shalt thou, descending to the abode of man. 
Alone endure the rancour of his arm. 
Or leave thy lov'd Euphrosyne behind." 

She ended ; and the whole romantic scene a" 
Immediate vanish'd ; rocks and woods and rilla. 
The mantling tent, and each mysterious form, 
Fiew like the pictures of a morning dream, 
When sunshine fills the bed. Awhile I stood 
Perplex'd and giddy ; till the radiant power 
"Who bade the risionary landscape rise, 
As up to him I turn'd, with gentlest looks 
Preventing my inquiry, thus began : 

" There let thy soul acknowledge ita complaint 
How blind, how impious '. There behold the ways 
Of Heaven's eternal destiny to man, ^ 

For ever just, benevolent, and wise : 
That Virtue's awful steps, howe'er pursued 
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Should never be divided from her ehaate, 
Her fair atiendant, Pleasure. Need I urge 
Thy tardy tJiought through all the various round 
Of this existence, that thy softening soul 
At length may learn what energy the hand 
Of virtue mingles in the bitter tide 'm 

Of passion swelling with distress and pain, 
To mitigate the sharp with gracious drops 
Of cordial pleasure ? Ask the faithful youth, 
Why the cold urn of her whom long he lov'd 
So often fllla his arms ; so often draws 
His lonely footsteps at the silent hour, 
To pay the mournful tribute of his tears ? 
! he will tell thee that the wealth of worlds 
Should ne'er seduce his bosom to forego «s' 

That sacred hour, when, steaUng from the noise 
Of care and envy, sweet remembrance soothes 
With- virtue's kindest looks his aching breast, 
And turns his tears to rapture. Ask the crowd 
Which flies impatient from the village walk 
To climb the neighbouring cliffs, when far below 
The cruel winds have hurl'd upon the coast 
Some helpless bark; while sacred Pity melts 
The general eye, or Terror's icy Land 
Smites their distorted Ihnbs and horrent hair ; 
While every mother closer to her breast ™t 

Catches her child, and, pointing where the waves 
Foam through the shatter'd vessel, shrieks aloud 
As one poor wretch that spreads his piteous arms 
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For succour, swallow'd by the roaring surge, 
As now another, dast'd against the rock. 
Drops hfeless down: ! deemest thou indeed 
No kind eudearment here by Nature given 
To mutual terror and compassion's tears? 
No sweetly melting softness which attracts, 
O'er all that edge of pain, the social powers ™ 
To this their proper action and their end ? 
— Ask thy own heart, when, at the midnight hour. 
Slow through that studious gloom thy pausing eye. 
Led by the glimmering taper, moves around 
The sacred volumes of the dead, the songs 
Of Grecian bards, and records writ by Fame 
For Grecian heroes, where the pi-esent power 
Of heaven and earth surveys the immortal page, 
Even as a father blessing, while he reads 
The praises of his son. If then thy soul, ran 

Spurning the yoke of these inglorious days. 
Mix in their deeds, and kindle with their flame ; 
Say, when the prospect blackens on thy view, 
When rooted from the base, heroic states 
Mourn in the dust, and tremble at the frown 
Of curst ambition; when the pious band 
Of youths, who fought for freedom and their sires, 
Lie side by side in gore ; when ruffian pride 
Usurps the throne of Justice, turns the pomp 
Of public power, the majesty of rule, iso 

The sword, the laurel, and the purple robe, 
To slavish, empty pageants, to adorn 
A tyrant's walk, and glitter in the eyes 
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Of sucb as bow the knee; when honour'd urns 

Of patriots acd of chiefs, the awful bust 

And storied arch, to glut the coward rage 

Of regal en^y, strew the public way 

With hallow'd ruins ; when the Muse's haunt, 

The mai'ble porch where Wisdom wont to talk 

With Socrates or Tully, iears no more, r« 

Save the hoarse jargon of contentious monks. 

Or female Superstition's midnight prayer ; 

Wlien ruthless Eapine from the hand of Time 

Tears the destroying scythe, with surer blow 

To sweep the works of glory from their base ; 

Till Desolation o'er the grass-grown street 

Expands his raven wings, and up the wall, 

Where senates once the price of monarchs doom'd, 

Hisses the gliding snake through hoary weeds ai 

That clasp the mouldering column ; thus defac'd, 

Thus widely mournful \^hen the prospect thrills 

Thy beating bosom, wlien the patriot's tear 

Starts from thine eye, and thy extended arm 

In fancy burls the thunderbolt of Jove 

To fire the impious wreath on Philip's brow, 

Or dash Octavius from the trophied car; 

Say, does thy secret soul repine to last* 

The big distress ? Or would'at thou then exchange 

Those Leart-ennobKng sorrows for the lot 

Of him who sits amid the gaudy herd vu! 

Of mute barbarians bending to his nod, 

And bears aloft his gold-invested front, 

And says within himself, ' I am a king. 
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And wherefore sliould the clamorous voice < 
Intrude upoa mine ear ? ' The baleful dreg 
Of these late ages, this inglorious draught 
Of servitude and folly, have not yet, 
Blest be the eternal Ruler of the world! 
Defil'd to such a depth of sordid shame 
The native honours of the human soul, 
Nor so effae'd the image of its Sii-e." 



PlEiBoRE in oljMrriiis the tcmpotB nni roannera of men, even wbon; 
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What wonder, therefore, since the endearing ties 
Of passion hnk tbe universal kind 
Of man so close, what wonder if to search 
This common nature through the various change 
Of sex and age and fortune, and the frame 
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Of each peculiar, draw the busy mind 

With unresisted charms ? The spacious west, 

And all the teeming regions of the south, 

Hold not a quarry, to the curious flight 

Of Knowledge, half so tempting or ao fair, lo 

As man to man. Nor only where the smiles 

Of Love invite ; nor only where the applause 

Of cordial Honour turns the attentive eye 

On Virtue's graceful deeds. For since the course 

Of things external acts in different ways 

On human apprehensions, as the hand 

Of Nature tempered to a different ii-ame 

Peculiar minds; so haply where the powers 

Of Fani^ neither lessen nor enlarge 

The images of things, but paint in all x 

Their genuine hues, the features which they wore 

In Nature ; there Opinion will be true, 

And Action right. For Action treads the path 

Tn "which Opinion says he follows good, 

Or flies from evil ; and Opinion gives 

Report of good or evil, as the scene 

Was drawn by Fancy, lovely or deform'd : 

Thus her report can never there be true 

Where Fancy cheats the intellectual eye, 

With glaring colours and distorted lines. so 

Is there a man, who, at the sound of death, 

Sees ghastly shapes of terror eonjur'd up, 

And black before him ; nought but deathbed groans 

And fearful prayers, and plunging from the \vivk 

Of light and being, down the gloomy air, 
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An vmknown depth ? Alaa ! in such a mbd, 

If no bright forms of excoUence attend 

Tlio image of bis country; nor tbe pomp 

Of sacred senates, nor the guai-dian voice 

Of Justice on her throne, nor aught that wakes « 

The conscious bosom with a patriot's flame ; 

WiU not Opinion tell him, that to die, 

Or stand the hazard, is a greater ill 

Than to betray his country? And in act 

Will he not choose to be a wretch and live ? 

Here vice begms then. Prom the enchanting cup 

Which Fancy holds to all, the unwary thirst 

Of youth oft swallows a Circtean draught, 

That sheds a baleful tincture o'er the eye 

Of Keaaon, till no longer he discerns, " 

And only guides to err. Then revel forth 

A furious band that spurn him from the throne; 

And all is uproar. Thus Ambition grasps 

The empire of the soul ; thus pale Revenge 

Unsheaths her murderous da^er ; and the hands 

Of Lust and Rapine, with unholy arts, 

Watch to o'erturn the barrier of the laws 

That keeps them from their prey; thus all the 

plagues 
The wicked bear, or o'er the trembling scene 
The tragic Muse discloses, unde hie "> 

Of honour, safety, pleasure, eas i mp 
Stole ftrst into the mind. Tet n by all 
Those lying forms which Fancy n h ! u 
ire the kindling pas oa d n 
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To guilty deeds ; nor Eeasoa bound in ctains, 

That Vice alone may lord it : oft adorn'd 

With solemn pageants, Folly mounts tlie throne, 

And plays her idiot antics, like a queen. 

A thousand garbs she wears ; a thousand ways 

She wheels her giddy empire. — Lo ! thus far '« 

With bold adventure, to the Mantuan lyre 

I sing of Nature's charm, and touch well pleas'd 

A stricter note : now haply must my song 

Unbend her serious measure, aud reveal, 

In lighter strains, how Folly's awkward arts 

Excite impetuous Laughter's gay rebuke ; 

The sportive province of the comic Muse. 

See I in what crowds the uncouth forms advance ; 
Each would outstrip the other, each prevent 
Our careful search, and offer to your gaze, m 

Uuask'd, his motley features. Wait awhile, 
My curious friends ! and let us first arrange 
In proper order your promiscuous throng. 

Behold the foremost hand ; of slender thought, 
And easy faith; whom flattering Fancy soothes 
With lying spectres, in themselves to view 
Illustrious forms of excellence and good. 
That scorn the mansion. With exulting hearts 
They spread their spurious treasures to the sun, 
And bid the world admire ! but chief the glance 
Of wishful Envy draws their joy-bright eyes, oi 
And lifts with self-applause each lordly brow. 
In number boundless as the blooms of Spring, 
Behold their glaring idols, empty shades 



iiMP^h, Google 



170 I 

By Fancy gilded o'er, and then set up 

Por adoration. Some in Learning's garb, 

With formal band, and sable-oinetur'd gown, 

And rags of mouldy volumes. Some elate 

With majtial splendour, steely pikes and swords 

Of costly frame, and gay Phcenieian robes i« 

Inwrought with flowery gold, assume the port 

Of stately Valour: listening by his side. 

There stands a female form; to her, with looks 

Of earnest import, pregnant with amaze, 

He talks of deadly deeds, of breaches, storms. 

And sulphurous mines, and ambush ; then at once 

Breaks off, and smiles to see her look so pale, 

And Eisks some wondering question of her fears, 

Others of graver mien ; behold, adom'd 

With holy ensigns, how sublime they move, no 

And, bending oft their sanctimonious eyes. 

Take homage of the simple-minded throng; 

Ambassadors of Heaven I Nor much unlike 

Is he whose visage, in the lazy mist 

That mantles every feature, hides a brood 

Of polilje conceits ; of whispers, nods. 

And hints deep omen'd with unwieldy schemes. 

And dark portents of state. Ten thousand more, 

Prodigious habits and tumultuous tongues. 

Pour dauntless in, and swell the boastful band. ia» 

Then comes the second order ; all who seek 
The debt of praise, where watchful Unbelief 
Darts through the thin pretence her squinting eye 
On some retir'd appearance which belies 
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The boasted yirtue, or annuls the applause 

That justice else would pay. Here, side by aide, 

I see two leaders of the solemn train 

Approaching : one a female, old and gray, 

With eyes demure, and wrinkle-furrow 'd brow, 

Pale as the cheeks of death ; yet atill she atuns 

The sickening audience with a' nauseous tale; m 

How many youths her myrtle chains have worn, 

How many virgins at her triumphs pin'd I 

Yet how resolv'd she guards her cautious heart; 

Such is her ten-or at the risks of love. 

And man's seducing tongue ! The other seems 

A bearded aige, ungentle in his mien, 

And sordid all his habit ; peevish Want 

Grins at his heel's, while down the gazing throng 

He stalks, resounding in magnifle praise i*i 

The vamty of riches, the contempt 

Of pomp and power Be prudent in your zeal. 

Ye grave associites ' let the silent grace 

Of her who bluibes at the fond regard 

Her chairas mspire, more eloquent unfold 

The praise of spotless honour : let the man 

Whose eye regards not his illustrious pomp 

And ample store, but as indulgent streams 

To cheer the barren soil and spread the fruits 

Of joy, let him by jaster measures fis "» 

The price of riches and the end of power. 

Another tribe succeeds ; deluded long 
By Fancy's dazzling optics, these behold 
The images of some peculiar things 
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Witli brighter hues vespleudent, and portray'd 
With fiiafui-es nobler far than e'er adorn'd 
Their genuine objects. Hence the fever'd heart 
Pants with delirious hope for tinsel charms ; 
Hence oft obtrusive*n the eye of scorn, 
Untimely zeal her witless pride betrays ! i™ 

And serious manbo&d from the towering aim 
Of wisdom, stoops to emulate the boast 
Of childish toil. Behold yon mystic form, 
Bedeck'd with feathers, insects, weeds, and shells ! 
Not with intenser view the Samian sage 
Bent his iix'd eye on heaven's iatenser flres, 
When first the order of that radiant scene 
SwelI'd his exulting thought, than this surveys 
A miickwoi-m's entrails or a spider's fang. 
Next him a youth, with flowers and myrtles crown'd, 
Attends that virgin form, and blushing kneels, 
Wifti fondest gesture and a suppliant's tongue. 
To win her coy regard: adieu, for him, "s 

The dull engagements of the bustling world I 
Adieu the sick impertinence of praise ! 
And hope, and action ! for with her aJone, 
By streams and shades, to steal these sighing hours. 
Is all he asks, and all that fate can give I 
Thee too, facetious Momion, wandering here. 
Thee, dreaded censor, ofl have I beheld iso 

EewUder'd unawares ; alas ! too long 
Flush'd with thy comic triumphs and the spoils 
Of sly derision ! tiU on every side 
Hurling ihy random bolts, offended Truth 
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Aasign'd thee lieve thy station with the slaves 

Of Folly. Thy once formidahle name 

Shall grace her humble records, and be heard 

In scoffs and mockery bandied from the lips 

Of all the vengeful brotherhood around, 

So oft the patient victims of thy scorn, i» 

But now, ye gay I to whom indulgent fate, 
Of all the Muse's empire hath assiga'd 
The fields of folly, hither each advance 
Your sickles ; here the teeming soil affords 
Its richest growth. A favourite brood appears ; 
In whom the demon, with a mother's joy, 
Views all her charms reflected, all her cares 
At full repaid. Te most illustrious band ! 
Who, scorning Reason's tame, pedantic rules, 
And Order's vulgar bondage, never meant ^o 

For souls sublime as yours, with generous zeal 
Pay "Vice the reverence Virtue long usurp'd, 
And yield Deformity the fond applause 
Which Beauty wont to claim ; forgive my song, 
That for the blushing diffidence of youth, 
It shuns the unequal province of your praise. 

Thus far triumphant in the pleasing guile 
Of bland Imagination, Folly's train 
Have dar'd our search : but now a dastard kind 
Advance reluctant, and with faltering feet 210 

Shrink from the gazer's eye ; enfeebled hearts 
Whom Fancy chills with visionary fears. 
Or bends to servile tameness with conceits 
Of shame, of evil, or of base defect, 
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Fantastic and delusive. Here tlie slave 

Who droops abash'd when sullen Pomp surveys 

His humbler habit ; here the trembling wretch 

Unnerv'd and struck with Terror's icy holts, 

Spent in weak wailings, drown'd in shameful tears, 

At every dream of danger: here subdued sao 

By frontless laughter and the hai-dy scorn 

Of old, unfeeling vice, the abject soul, 

Who blushing half resigns the candid praise 

Of Temperance and Honour ; half disowns 

A freeman's hatred of tyrannic pride; 

And hears with sickly smiles the venal mouth 

With foulest license mock the patriot's name. 

Last of the motley bands on whom the power 
Of gay Derision bends her hostile aim, 
Is that where shameful Ignorance presides. aao 
Beneath her sordid banners, lo ! they march 
Like blind and lame. Whate'er their doubtful 

hands 
Attempt, Confusion straight appears behind. 
And troubles all the work. Thro' many a maze, 
Perplex'd they struggle, changing every path, 
O'erturning eveiy purpose ; then al last 
Sit down dismay'd, and leave the entangled scene 
For Scorn to sport with. Such then is the abode 
Of Polly in the mind; and such the shapes 
In which she governs her obsequious train. m 

Through every scene of ridicule in tilings 
To lead the tenor of my devious lay ; 
Through every swift occasion, which the hand 
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Of Laughter points at, wtea the mirthful sting 
Distends her sallying nerves and chokes her tongue; 
Wliat were it but to count each crystal drop 
Which Morning's dewy fingers oo the blooms 
Of May distil 'i Sutlice it to have said, 
Where'er the power of Ridicule displays s« 

Her quaint-eyed visage, some incongruous form. 
Some stubborn dissonance of things comhin'd, 
Sb-ikes on the quick observer: whether Pomp, 
Or Praise, or Beauty, mix their partial claim 
Where sordid fashions, where ignoble deeds. 
Where foul Deformity are wont to dwell ; 
Or whether these with violation loath'd, 
Invade resplendent Pomp's imperious mien, 
The charms .of Beauty, or the boast of Praise. 
Ask we for what fair end the Almighty Sire 
In mortal bosoms wakes this gay contempt, ao 
These grateful stings of laughter, from disgust 
Educing pleasure ? Wherefore, but to aid 
The tardy steps of Season, and at once 
By this prompt impulse urge us to depress 
The giddy aims of Folly ? Though the light 
Of Truth slow dawning on the inquiring mind 
At length unfolds, through many a subtile tie, 
How these uncoutii disorders end at last 
In public evil ! yet benignant Heaven, 
Conscious how dim the dawn of truth appears ma 
To thousands ; conscious what a scanty pause 
From labours and from care, the wider lot 
Of humble life aifords for studious thought 
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To scan the maze of Nature; therefore atamp'd 
The glaring, scenes wilh characters of scorn, 
As broad, as ohvioua, to the passing clown, 
As to the letter*)! sage's curious eye. 

Such are the various aspects of the mind — 
Some heavenly genius, whose unclouded thoughts 
Attain that secret harmony which blends ^i 

The ethereal spirit with its mould of clay ; 
O ! teach me to reveal the grateful charm 
That searehless Nature o'er the sense of man 
Diffuses, to behold, in lifeless things. 
The inexpressive semblance of himself, 
Of thought and passion. Mark the sable woods 
That shade sublime jon mountain's nodding brow ; 
With what religious awe the solemn scene 
Commands your steps ! as if the reverend form 
Of Minos or of Numa should forsake ^i 

The Elysian seats, and down the embowering glade 
Move to your pausing eye ! Behold the expanse 
Of yon gay landscape, where the silver clouds 
Flit o'er the heavens before tlie sprightly breeze : 
Now their gray cincture skirts the doubtful sun ; 
Now streams of splendour, thro' their opening veil 
Effulgent, sweep from off the gilded lawn 
The aerial shadows ; on the curhng brook, 
And on the shady margin's quivering leaves 
With quickest lustre glancmg ; while yon view «o 
The prospect, say, within your cheerful breast 
Plays not the lively sense of winning mirth [round 
With clouds and sunshine chequer'd, whUe the 



iiMP^h, Google 



IMAGINATION. BOOK III. 177 

Of social converse, to tte inspiring tongue 
Of some gay njmpb amid her subject train, 
Moves all obsequious ? Whence is this effect, 
This kindred power of such discordant things ? 
Or flows their semhiance from that mystic tone 
To which the new-born mind's harmonious powers 
At first were strung ? Or rather from the links 
Which artful custom twines around her frame ? 

For when the different images of things, 3ia 
By chance combin'd, have struck the attentive soul 
"With deeper impulse, or connected long, 
Have drawn her frequent eye; howe'er distinct 
The external scenes, yet oft the ideas gain 
From that conjunction an eternal tie, 
And sympathy unbroken. Let the mind 
Recall one partner of the various league, 
Immediate, lo ! the firm confederates rise, m 

And each his former station straight resumes : 
One movement governs the consenting throng. 
And all at once with rosy pleasure shine, 
Or all are sadden'd with the glooms of eate. 
'Twas thus, if ancient fame the truth unfold. 
Two fiuthful needles, from the informing touch 
Of the same parent stone, together drew 
Its mystic virtue, and at first conspir'd 
With fatal impulse quivering to the pole : 
Then, tho' disjoin'd by kingdoms, iho' the main 
Eoll'd its broad surge betwixt^ and different stars 
Beheld their wakeful motions, yet preserv'd sss 
The former fiiendship, and rememher'd still 



iiMP^h, Google 



178 THE PLEASURES OP 

The alliance of their hirtii : whate'er the line 
Which one' posaess'd, nor pause nor quiet knew 
The sure associate, ere witli trembling apeed 
He found his path, and fix'd unerring there. 
Such is the secret union, when we feel 
A song, a flower, a name, at once restore 
Those long-connected scenes where first they mov'd 
The attention : backward through her mazy walks 
Guiding the wanton fancy to her scope, a4a 

To temples, courts, or fields ; with all the baud 
Of painted forms, of passions and designs 
Attendant : whence, if pleasing in itself. 
The pi-ospect from that sweet accessioii gains 
Redoubled influence o'er the listening mind. 
By those mysterious ties, the busy power 
Of Memory her ideal train preserves 
Entire; or when they would elude her watch, sso 
Eeelaims their fleeting footsteps from the waste 
Of dark oblivion; thus collecting all 
The various forms of being to present, 
Before the curious aim of mimic art, 
Their largest choice : like Spring's unfolded blooma 
Exhaling sweetness, that the skilful bee 
May taste at will, from their selected spoils 
To work her dulcet food. For not the expanse 
Of living lakes in Summer's noontide calm, 

the bordering shade, and sun-bright 



With fairer semblance ; not the sculptur'd gold 
More faithfiil keeps the graver's lively trace, 
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Than he whose hirth the sister powers of art 
Propidous yiew'd, and from his genial Star 
Shed influence to tlie seeda of fancy kind; 
Than his attemper'd bosom must presei-ve 
The seal of Nature. There alone unchang'd, 
Her form remains. Tlie halmy walks of May 
There breathe perennial sweets ; the trembling chord 
Resounds foi ever m the abstracted ear, wo 

Melodious and the viigin s radiant eye, 
Superior to d sease to giief, and time, 
Shines with unbating luatie. Thus at. length 
Eadow'd ^Mtli aJlthat nature can bestow, 
The child of Fancy oft m silence bends 
O'er these mixt treasures of his pregnant breast, 
With conscious pride. From fLem he oft resolves 
To frame he knows iiot what excelling things, 
And win he knows not what sublime reward 
Of praise and wonder. By degrees, tlie mind sso 
Feels her young nerves dilate ; the plastic powers 
Labour for action ; blind emotions heave 
His bosom ; and with loveliest frenzy caught, 
From earth to heaven he rolls his daring eye, 
From heaven to earth. Anon ten thousand shapes, 
Like spectres trooping to tJie wizard's call, 
Flit swift before him. From the womb of earlb. 
From ocean's bed they come ; the eternal heavens 
Disclose their splendours, and the dark abyss 
Pours out her births unknown. "With fixed gaze 
He marks the rising phantoms. Now compares 
Their different forms ; now blends them, now divides, 
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Enlarges and extenuates by turns ; aa 

Opposes, ranges in fantastic bands, 

And infinitely varies. Hither now, 

Now tliither fluctuates his inconstant aim, 

With endless choice perplex'd. At length his plan 

Begins to open. Lucid order dawns ; 

And as from Chaos old the Jarrlog seeds 

Of Nature at the voice divine repair'd ™ 

Each to its place, till rosy earth unveil'd 

Her fragrant bosom, and the joyful sun 

Sprung up the blue serene ; by swift degrees 

Thus disentangled, his entire design 

Emerges. Colours mingle, features join, 

And lines converge : the faioter parts retire ; 

The fairer eminent in light advance ; 

And evei-y image on its neighbour smiles. 

Awhile he stands, and with a father's joy 

Contemplates. Then, with Promethean art, no 

Into its proper vehicle he breathes 

The fair conception ; which, embodied thus. 

And permanent, becomes to eyes or ears 

An object ascertain'd : while thus inform'd. 

The various organs of his mimic skill, 

The consonance of sounds, the featur'd rock. 

The shadowy picture and impassion'd verse, 

Beyond their proper powers attract the soul 

By that ex pressive sem blance, while in sight 

Of Nature's great original we scan «o 

The lively child of Art; while line by line. 

And feature after feature, we refer 
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To that s ublime exem plar whence it stole 
Those animating charms. Thus Beauty's palm 
Betwixt them wavering hangs ; applauding Love 
Doubts where to choose ; and mortal man aspires 
To tempt creative praise. As when a cloiid 
Of gathering hail with hmpid crusts of ice 
Inclos'd and obvious to the beaming sun, 
Collects his large effulgence ; straight the heavens 
With equal flames present on either hand 4!i 

The radiant visage : Persia stands at gaze, 
Apaird ; and on the brink of Ganges doubts 
The snowy-vosted seer, in Mithra's name, 
To which the fragrance of the south shall burn, 
To which his warbled orisons ascend. 

Such various bliss the well-tun'd heart enjoys, 
Favour'd of Heaven ! while plung'd in sordid cares, 
The unfeeling vulgar mocks the boon divine ; 
And harsh Austerity, from whose rebuke «o 

Young Love and smiling Wonder shrink away 
Abash'd and chill of heart, with sager frowns 
Condemns the fair enchantment. On my strain, 
Perhaps even now, some cold, fastidious judge 
Casts a disdainful eye ; and calls my toil, 
And calls the love and beauty which I sing, 
The dream of FoUy. Thou, grave censor I say, 
Is Beauty then a dream, because the glooms 
Of dulness hang too heavy on thy sense 
To let her shine upon thee ? So the man «o 

Whose eye ne'er open'd on the light of heaven 
Might smile with scorn, while raptur'd vision tells 
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Of the gay-colour'd radiance flushing hright 

O'er all creation. Prom the wise he far 

Such gross unhallow'd pride ; nor needs my song 

Deiseend so low ; but rather now unfold, 

If human thought could reach, or words unfold, 

By what mysterious fabric of the mind, 

The deep-felt joys and harmoay of sound 

Result irom airy motion ; and from shape *w 

The lovely phantoms of sublime and fair. 

By what fine ties hath God connected tilings 

When present in the mind, which in themselves 

Have no connection ? Sure the rising sun, 

O'er the cerulean conves of the sea, 

With equal brightness and with equal warmth 

Might roU his fiery orb ; nor yet the soul 

Tlius feel her frame expanded, and her powers 

Exulting in the splendour she beholds ; 

Like a young conqueror moving tirough the pomp 

Of some triumphal day. When joio'd at eve, tn 

Soft murmuring streams and gales of gentlest breath 

Melodious Philomela's wateful strain 

Attemper, could not man's discerning ear 

Through all its tones the sympathy pursue; 

Nor yet this breath divine of nameless joy 

Steal thro' hie veins, and fan the awaken'd heart, 

Mild as the breeze, yet rapturous as the song? 

But were not Nature still endow'd at large 
With all which life requires, tho' unadom'd 4m 
With such enchantment ? Wherefore then her form 
So exquisitely fair? her breath pecfum'd 



iiMP^h, Google 



■iON. BOOK III. 183 

"With sQch Gthereal sweetness? whence her Yoice 

Inform'd at will fo raise or to depress 

The impassion'd soul ? and whence the robes of light 

Which thus invest her with more lovely pomp 

Than Fancy can describe ? Whence hut from Thee, 

Source divine of ever-flowing iove, 

And tliy unmeasur'd goodness? Not content 

With every food of life to nourish man, «" 

By kind illusions of the wondering sense, 

Thou mak'st all Nature beauty tohis eye. 

Or music to his ear : well-pleas'd, he scans 

The goodly prospect; and, with inward smiles. 

Treads the gay verdure of the painted plain ; 

Beholds the azure canopy of heaven. 

And living lamps that over-arch his head 

With more than regaJ splendour ; bends his ears 

To the full choir of water, air, and earth; 

Kor heeds the pleasing error of his thought, h» 

Nor doubts the pmntod green or aaure arch, 

Nor questions more the music's mingluig sounds, 

Than space or motion or eternal time ; 

So sweet he feels their influence to attract 

The fixed soul, to brighten the dull glooms 

Of cai-e, and make the deslin'd road of life 

Delightful to his feet- So fables tell, 

The adventurous hero, bound on hard exploits. 

Beholds with glad surprise, by secret spells 

Of some kind sage, the patron of his toils, '» 

A visionary paradise disclos'd 

Amid the dubious wild ;. with streams and shades 
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And ftiiy songs, the enchanted landscape smiles, 
Cheers his long labours, and renews his frame. 
What then is taste, I)ut these internal powers 
Active and strong, and feelingly alive 
To each fine impulse? a discerning sense 
Of decent and sublime, with quick disgust 
From things deform'd or disarrang'd, or gross 
In species ? Tliia, nor gems, nor" stores of gold, 
Nor purple state, nor culture can bestow ; m 

But God alone, when first his active hand 
Imprints the secret bias of the soul. 
He, mighty Parent! wise and just in all, 
Free as tie vital breeze or light of heaven, 
Keveals the charms of Nature. Ask the swain 
Who journeys homeward from a summer day's 
Long labour, why, forgetful of his toils 
And due repose, he loiters to behold 
The sunshine gleaming, as thro' amber clouds, esa 
O'er all' the western sky ; fuU soon, I ween. 
His rude expression and untutor'd airs. 
Beyond the power of language, will unfold 
The form of beauty, smiling at his heart, 
How lovely ! how commanding ! But tho' Heaven 
In every breast hath sown these early seeds 
Of love and admiration, yet in vain, 
Without fair culture's kind, parental aid, 
Without enlivening suns and genial showers, 
And shelter from the blast, in vain we hope sa 
The tender plant should rear its blooming head. 
Or yield the harvest promis'd in its spring. 
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Nor yet will every soil with equal stores 
Repay the tiller's labour ; or attend 
His will, obsequioua, whether to produce 
The olive or the laurel, ^different miiida 
Incline to clifferent objects : one pursues 
The vast alone, the wonderful, the wild ; 
Anot her^JKha for harmony and g race. 
And gent lest beaut y. Hence when lightning fires 
The arch of heaven, and thunders rock the ground. 
When furious whirlwinds rend the howling air, 
And ocean, groaning from his lowest bed. 
Heaves his tempestuous billows to the sky ; 
Amid the mighty uproar, while below 
The nations tremble, Shakespeare looks abroad 
From some high cliff, superior, and enjoys 
The elemental war. But Waller longs, 
AH on the margin of some flowery stream, 
To spread his careless limbs amid the cool sb) 

Of plantane shades, and to the Kstening deer 
The tale of slighted vows and love's disdain 
Resound soft-warbling all the livelong day : 
Consenting Zephyr sighs ; the weeping rill 
Joins in his plaint, melodious ; mute the groves ; 
And hill and dale with all their echoes mourn. 
Such and so various are the tastes of men. 

blest of Heaven, whom not the 1 gu d songs 
Of Luxury, the Siren ! not the br t s 
Of sordid Wealth, nor all the „a ly j o Is tru 

Of pageant Honour, can sed ce to leave 
Those ever-blooming sweet wl ch t om the store 
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Of Nature fair Imaginatioa culls 
To charm the enliven'd soul ! What tho' not all 
Of mortal offspring can attain the heights 
Of envied life ; though'only few possess 
Patrician treasures or imperial state; 
Tet Nature's care, to all her children just, 
With richer treasures and an ampler state, 
Endows at large whatever happy man "i" 

Will deign to use tliem. His the city's pomp, 
The rural honours his. Whate'er adorns 
The prmcely dome, the column and the ai-ch, 
The breathing marbles and the sculptur'd gold, 
Beyond the proud possessor's narrow clahn, 
His tuneful breast enjoys. For him the Spring 
Djslils her dews, and from the silken gem 
Its lucid leaves unfolds ; for him the hand 
Of Autumn tioges every fertile branch ss" 

With blooming gold, and blushes like the mom. 
Each passing Hour sheds tribute from her wings; 
And still new-beauties meet his lonely walk, 
And loves unfelt attract him. Not a breeze 
Flies o'er the meadow, not a cloud imbibes 
The setting sun's effulgeEce, not a strain 
From aJl the tenants of the warbling shade 
Ascends, but whence his bosom can partake 
Fresh pleasure, unreprov'd. Nor thence partakes 
Fresh pleasure only ; for the attentive mind, 
By this harmonious action on her powers, «• 

Becomes herself harmonious : wont so oft 
In outward things to meditate the charm 
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Of sacred order, soon she seeks at home 

To find a kindred order, to exert 

Witiiin herself this elegance of love, 

This fair-inspir'd delight; her temper'd powers 

Kefine at length, and everj passion wears 

A chaster, milder, more attractive mien. 

But if to ampler prospects, if to gaze 

On Nature's form, where, negligent of all om 

These lesser graces, siie assumes the port 

Of that Eternal Majesty that weigh'd 

The world's foundations, if to these the mind 

Exalts her daring eye ; then mightier far 

Will be the change, and nobler. Would the forms 

Of servile custom cramp her generous powers ? 

Would sordid pohcies, the barbarous growth 

Of ignorance and rapme, bow her down 

To tame pursuits, to mdolence and fear ? 

Lol she appeals to Natuie, to the winds 620 

And rolling waves, the sun's unwearied course, 

The elements and seasons : all declare 

For what the Eternal Maker has ordain'd 

The powers of man: we feel within ourselves 

His energy divine : he tells the heart, 

He meant, he made us to behold and love 

What he beholds and loves, the general orb 

Of life and being; to be great like him. 

Beneficent and active. Thus the men m 

Whom Nature's works can charm, with God himself 

Hold converse ; grow femiiiar, day by day, 

With his conceptions, act upon his plan, 

And form to his the relish of their souls. 
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NOTES ON BOOK J. 

Vee.151. iSsv«*«wo<'K«n>&o.] In apologizing for lie fte- 
quent neglig^ces of the sublimaat aufhors of Greece, "those 
liUike geSnsss." says Long^us, "wore well assured that 
Sat^ &d not intended man for a low-spmted or wnoble 
hainB- trat bringinir ns into life and the midst of this wide iini- 
SWeftiiTmultitndo assembled at some heroic solemmtj, 
that we might be apeotators of all her maHiifioeiioe, and o^i- 
Shi^ emulation for the prize of |VorT; she bas U,^ 
fore hniaanted in ow sonls an &BxWngmshable love of every 
tog^eat and e>:alted, of erery thing. which appe^s diyme 
bevond our comprehension. WTience it comes to Pfss.ttiat 
oX the whole world is not an object anfBcient for ^e %>^ 
and rapidity of human ima^nation, which often sallies forth 
beyond the limits of all that surrounds us. Let any man oast 
his eye through the whole okole of our existence, and oonrfd^ 
howispeoiaJly it abounds in excellent and grand objects, he 
willsocm acknowledge for what eiyoynienls tuid parauits wa 
were desHned. Thus, by the very propensilj' ot nature, we 
^ed to^ire, not ittli springs or shafiow rivulets, howevm' 
^ and deKcious, but tbe'Sill, tiie Ehine^.the Dimube, and, 
SiS, more than all, the Ocean," &c. — Dionya. Longm. de 

^"vT2(»i"r*e enmr-eol ■omle.i "No se peuWl point in'il 
y a un grand espace an dela de la tigion des Sloiles ? Que oe 
Lit 1^ ..^-1 omnvrSfl, ou non, toujoors oet espace immense qni 
te r*pon, pourra atre rempli de bonhem a 



les fleuvBS de toules lea crearures bienheureusea, c[iiiind ell&s 
seront venues & leur perfection dans le systtoe des etoiles. 
Leibnitz dans la Th6oclic*e, part. i.U9. 

Ver. 304. Wluue imfaiB^ hghi, &o.] It was a aobon of 
the great Mr. Huygcnfi, that there may be fised stars at Ba<^ a 
distSice &om our Milar system, as that theur hght sionld not 
We had time to reach u^, eren &om the creation of the world 

vtr.di. • Sk neglect „ , ^. . . „„ -^ 

Of all famihm- jfrospecii, &c.] It is here saio, 
«mf in ffmsenuenoe of the love of novelty, objects which at 
fct^ iTcre hfgljy dehghrM to the mmd fo'sc that effect Iw 
teneated attention to^sra. Bat the histance of habit is 



iiMP^h, Google 



The aiffieulty in this case will be removed, if we eonsider, 
that, when objeota at first agreeable lose that Infiuewoe by fi«- 
quently reourruig, the ramd is wholly pasBi™, and the percep- 
fion involnntary; but habit, on the other hand, generally 
eupposes choice and activity accompanying it: bo that the 
pleaBore arises here, not from the objeet, but from ttie mind's 
.- — J,. :„„*; 1 jh, „„„ n„H^it,jr; and consequently 



J it lengtJiaooeptable, even when 

ffiora is no mora for the mind to resolvB or act at all. In this 
case, the appearance must be aooouuled fttr one of fhaae 



from habit may be merely ni 
■fii-Btgareraieafimesa: this uneasiness gra<lu 
-■-- -* - "—■"—.^ and the mind, Bndin 



offaa ttie object grows ti,mUiari and the mind, finiUngi 
BnMrely removed, reckons its situation really pleaanriib 
pared wili what it had esperienoed before. 

The dislike conceived or the object at Brat might be owing 
to prejudice or want of attention. Conseqnanfly tJie nundj 
being neoessltated to review it olten, may at length perceive its 
own mlfltalie, and be reoonoiled to what it had looked on with 
aversiou. In which case, a sort of instinctive justice naturrfly 
leads it to make amends for the Injuvy, by mnnhig toward the 
other esaa^eme of fimdness and attachment. 

Or, lastly, though the objeot itself should always oonfmua 
disagreeable, yet oirounialanoes of pleasure or good fbrtune 
may ooour along with it. Thus an association may anae m 
the mind, and tte oly ect never be remembered without those 
pleasing oiroumstancea attending it; hy which means the dia- 
agreeaSe impression which it at first oooasioned will m tune 
be quite obliferated. 

Ver. 2*0. >hi« desire 

Of objecli nereand airoiyje — .] These two ideas 
are oft confounded ; though it is evident the mere novelty of an 
object makes it agi'eeable, even where the mind is not affected 
wim the least degi-ee of wonder! wheceoa wonder indeed always 
implies novelty^being never excited by oomroon or well-known 
appearances. But Sie pleasure in both oases ia explicable 
ihimthe same final caose, the acquisition of knowledge and 
enlargement of our views of nature ; on this account, it ia 
nattu^ to treat of them toother. 

Ver. STi. Truth mid good ore one. 

And beauts *™"' "* ^*™' **■] " '^° ^°^ ™^ 
gine," says Socrates to Aristippus, " that what ia good is not 
beautiful? Have you not observed that these appearances 
always coincide? virtue, for instance, in the same respect as 
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to -wMoli wB cdl it good, ia evar aoknowledgad to he besmtiftil 
^30. In the cliaractera of msn we always * join tbe two daniv 
jninalions together. Tlie beauty of human bodies ootreaponds, 
ia JiltB maimei', wiit that economy of parts whicii oonstitnteB 
th^ugood; and, In every oircninatiirLce of life, the s^une object 
ia conatantly accoanted both beantlfnl and good, inasmnch as 
it anaweni fee jrarpOBra focwbioli it was designed." — Jlmo- 
j^on*. Memorab. Soerai. I. iii. o, 8, 

This esoelleot observation has been illostcated and extendad 
by ibo nobla restorer of anoiant philosophy! see flie Charao- 
toristios, vol. ii. pp. 339 and 422, and vol. iii. p. 181. And 
anotliat ingenious author 1ms ^artdeolarly shown, mat it holds 
in the general laws of nature, in the works of art, and tJie oon- 
dnot of flie sciencaa,— Inquiry iato tha.Original of onr Ideas of 
Beau^ and Virtue, Treat, i. 0. As to the conneoldon between 
beanty and truth, tlieca ara two opinions oonceming It. Soma 

Sihilosophers assert an independent and invariable law hi na^ 
ure, in oonaeqnanoe of wlJoh aH latlonri bdMS must alike 
peroeive baanty in some certain propirriaona, ann deformity in 
the contraiy. And Oiis neoasdty Behig supposed the same 
with tiiat which commands the assent or dissent of the undai^ 
Etanding, it follows of course that beauty ia founded on the 
niiivetsal and nnohangeable law of trntJi. 



without staying fo infar their oseftihieBS from their stmotora 
and affects ; bat that it is not impsaiUa, in a phyEical sense, 
that two beings, of equal capaoities for Imlh, should perceive, 
one of them beauty, and the other defbrmity, in the same pro- 
portions. And upon this supposition, by Oiat truth which is 
always connected with beanty, noUiing more con be meant than 
the conformity of any object to those proportions upon whicl^ 
itttor careful esfunmalaon, the beanty of that species is found 
to depend. Poiyciatus, for instance, a fiimous ancient sculptor, 
from an accurate mensuration of the several parts of the most 
pafect human bodies, deduced a canon or system of raoportions 
which was tie ruia of s^ suceeeding artists. Suppose a 
statua modelled according to this: a man of mere natural 
tasie, upon looking at it, without entoring into its proportions, 
confesses and admires its baanty ; whereas a professor of the 
art appliisi his measures to the head, the neck, or tlie hand, 
and, witbont atlauding to its beauty, pronounces the workman- 
rfiip to be just and true. 
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Vef. 492. Js when Bmtai rose, Ssc] Cice o huooalf de- 
goribea this fact ; " CiBBare interfeoto — statim orue um a U 
extollens M. Brutus pugionem, Cioeronem no n u im ei.c s 
mavlt, atqne ei recupemtLim libeirtatem eat gruta tos. C c 
PhiSpp. u. 12. 



Vot. 648. WAerfl urfu^j risiag from &e ajoful d^tth 

(y (nrfft'j mj(sJer!oiis Sosom, &o.] AooonJlng to tha 
ion of tlioae viho sEEert moi'nl obligation to be iSnnded 



on an inunatable and uniyersal law ; and that whioh is iisiWl/ 
called the moral sense, to be determined b; the pecnliiu- tam- 
per of the jm^^niiljon and the earliest afsociations of ideaa. 

Ver. 691. iSceomL The school of Aristotle. 

Ver. 692. AcadesmS-l Tbe school of Plato. 

Ver. 694. lUaias.] One of the rivers on which Athens was 
situated. Plato, in some of his finest diidognes, lays the scene 
of the oonTevsation with Socrates on its banks. 



NOTES ON BOOK 11. 

Vee. 19. At last Sis Muses I'l , , 
Capet, founder of the third race of French kings, th . 
Prorenoe ware in high reputation ; a sort of strolling bards or 
rhapaodists, who went about fhe oourls of prinoes and noble- 
men, entertejuing Oiem at festivals with music and poetrf. 
Thej attempted both the epio, ode, and satire ; and aboonded 
■" a wild and iiuitasiic vein of fhble, partly allegorical, and 



parUy fa 
These w 



1 composiaon 
y jnifee by th 
LCh pouter tin: 



ends of the Saracen wars. 

of Italian poetry. But their taatc 

e been estremely barbnroua, as we 

y those who followed the turn of their fable in 

j anch as Boiardo, Bernardo, Tasso, Ari- 

^er. 21. FofcSao.] The famous tetreat of Francisco Pe- 
trarcha, Use iiither of Itahaa poetry, and his mistress Laura, a 
lady of Atignon, 

Ver. 22. Arvd.] The river which runs by Florence, the 
bkli-plaOB of Dante and Boccaccio. 

Ver. 23. ParikmopB.] Or Naples, the birth place of Saa- 
nazaio. The great Torquato Tasso was bom at Sorcnto, in the 
iingdom of Naples. 

Ibid. iMTags 

Of dire owiiitiin. &c] This relates to the emel waia 
among the republics of Italy, and abominable politics of its 
little princes, about the fifteenth century. These, at last, in 
oonjnncUon with Ihe papal power, entirely estingnidiad the 
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spirit of liberty in that ccrantry, and estatllshed that abuse of 
t&B fine arts which haa been since propagated ovei; all Enrme. 
Var 30 Tkasfn/m IhtxT ffuardtam torn, (he tfMder aria, ito.J 
Nor were they only losers by the separatioQ. For PJuloBO 
phy itself, to use Ihe words of a noble philosopher, "bamg 
Bins severed bj9i6 sprightly arts and sciences, ninatooiiB&- 
quently grow dronish, insipid, pedantic, useless, and directly 
opposite W the real knowledge and praetioe ot toe world. 
InsooiQCh that " a geiiaeman,'^ says another esoellent writer, 
" cannot easily bring himself to lite so austere and nngainly a 
foi-m ! so greatly is S. changed fiom what was once the dehght 
of the finfst centlemeii of antiquity, ani theu- reorealaon alter 
the hmryof public affairsl" From fc ctedibon it cannot 
be recov^ Vt by uniting it once more with lie works of 
inuuunaiaon; and we baveTiad the pleasure of obs^Ting a 
very graat progresa made towards their union in Mglimd wilhm 
ttieae^w yeara. It is hardly possible to conoeiye ttiem at a 
(treatar distance from each other than at the Hevolution, when 
Eocte stood at the head of one party, and Dryden of the other. 
But the genei'ol spHt of liberty, which haa ever since Been 
growms, naturally mvited our men of wit and^ genius to im 
prove flSat influence whioU the arts of persijasion gayathem 
with the people, by appljmg them to subjects ol unMrtance 
tosooietf! TVuB poetfyaoti eloquence became ooiisiderable ; 
and phtfosophy is now of course obliged to borrow of thwr 
embeliSnnSita, m order even to gain .audience with the pub- 

'Ver.157. fVomjMsaiim'sBDiwroSm*, &c.] This very mys- 
terious kmd of pleasure, whloh is often found in the esercise of 
passions generally counted pahiful, has been ts^en notice ol Dy 
several authors. Lucretius resolves it into selt-Iove: — 



of a tragedy, witboul a COOi reneciiyn uiw. '^"R" ■'■"""-p""T„ 
tious pSsomges were bo unhappy, yet ^e lumsetf was B^ody 
at ea^and in safety. The ingenious author of the "EeBectima 
Critiques SUT la Poede et sar\ F?5nt«>;e," f^"^^^'^^ 
tlie"EBneral daHicht wMch the mmd takes m its own aoHvlW, 
and Sie abhorrenoe it feels of an indolent and inattentive state; 
and ttiis, joined with to moral approbaaon of its own toupe^ 
which Mtends these emotions when naturd and jost, is oertainly 
the ti-ue foundation of the pleasure, which, as it is ttie oiigia 
and basis of tragedy and epic, deserved a very particular con- 
eideration in this poem. „„,.„. . i. .1,. 

Ver. 804. MiMimt of earffi, &».] Ths account of tiie 
economy of Providence here inti«duced, as (Jie most propra 
to calm and saHsfy the mind when under the Eompnnotionot 
^Z^ evils, seeni to have come orighiaUy from thePyU|a- 
gorean aohool; but, of the ancient philosophers, Plata has most 
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largely inaisted upon it, has esCablisliea it with all Uie streDgfli 
of Ms capacious undarstauduig, and ennobled it with all we 
magnificence of his divine imagination. He has one passage 
no mil and dear on this head, that I am peranaded the reader 
will he pleased to see it here, thou^ somewhat long. Ad- 
dressing himself to such as are not satisfied concerning divine 
Proiddence : " The Behig who presides over the whole," says 
he, "has disposed and compheated all thinga for the hap- 
piness and virtue of the whole, every part of wiieh, according 
tn thn extent of its inSneuoe, does and suffers what is fit and 
One of these parte is yonrs, unhappy man, which 
™,,„5_ in itself most inoonsideralilB and mhiute, yet bBiiig con- 
neoted with the univerBe, aver seeks to co-opevate with that 
supreme order. You in tbe mean tbne are ignorant of the very 
end for which all particular natures aie brought into existsnoe, 
that the all-oomprehending nature of the whole may be perfect 
and happy; esisting, as it does, not for your sake, but the oanse 
and reason of youi esistenoe, which, as in the s^metty of 
erery artificial work, must of necessity concur with the gen- 
eral design of the arast^ and be subservient to the whole, Of 
which it ^a part, feur compli^t, therefore, is Ignorant and 






groundlessi since, according to the various eneigy of 
and the common laws of n-' — *•■ — ■- " """=•="* " 
of that which is best at ae 



and the common faws of nature, there is a constant pro' 

" "lat which is best at ae same time for yon and for the v 

the governing Intelhganoa, clearly b folding all ti 



.,. ,„i,.„^d and selfmovmgofefttnrefl, and that mixture of „ — 
and aril wMoh diveralflBB ■mem, considered first of all by what 



te general 



of things, and bj what sitaaldon of each individual 
lal system, Tipe might be depressed and subdued, 

made secure of viotory am! happiness with the 

greatast fecility and in the highest degree possible. In this 
manner ha ordered, through the entire circle of being, iiiB inter- 
nal consfitnMon of every mind, where should be its station in 
. tie universal fabric, and through what varie^ of ckourostances 
ft should proceed in the whole tenor of its existanoe." He goes 
on in his SQbUme manner to aasei-t a fntuce state of retribution, 
" as well for those who, by the esercise of good dispositions 
being harmonized and assimilated into the luvine virtue, are 
consequently removed to a place of nnbleroished sanctity and 
happiness, as of those who by the most flagitious arts have 
risen tii>m contemptible begumings to the greatest affluence 
and power, and whom you therefore look upon as imanswerable 
instances of negligence in the gods, because t/oxx are ignorant 
of the purposes to which they are snbservient, and in what 
manner they contribute to that supreme inteiiijon of good to 
the whole." — Pl^o de Leg. x. 16. 

This theory has been delivered of late, especially abroad, 
in a mannet which subverts the freedom of hnman actions; 
whereas Phito appears very caretlil fo preserve it, and has been 
in that respect imitated by tbe best of his followers. 
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Ver. 321. one mij/il rise, , .. , , , . . 

One wder, Jic-1 See the Meditations of Antoni- 
nus and the Chnraoteristics, pBSsim. 

Var. 355. The belt omf/awesi, &c.l Thia opmion is bo old, 
thatTimffins Looms calls the Suprema Being Aj/Howp)^ TOO 

Criwoc, the artifloei: of that which is best; and repreBsnts 
as resolving m tbe beeinnii^ to produce the most esoal- 
lent work, and as copying the world most exactly from his own 
intellifflble and esBential idea; "so that it jet remaina, as it 
was at first, perfect in beauty, and will never stand in need 
of any correction or impi'Dvemant." There can be no room 
fbr a oantion here, to undecEtand the eipreneione, not of any 
particnlar circumataiioea of hnmim UCe separately considered, 
but of the sum or nniversal system of life and being. See also 
the visioii at the end of the Thiodio^ of Leibnitz. 

Vct. 350. Asfianie Mtwuft, &c] This opinion, though not 
held by Plato nor any of flie ancients, is yet a rery natural 
oonsequenBSoTiiis principles. But tbo disquisilaon is too oom- 
ples and estensive to be entered upon bare. 

Ver, 756. PAt^i.] The Macedonian. 



NOTES ON BOOK lit. 



moral philosopby. It were easy, by an induction of facts, to 
prove that the imaginalion directa almost all the passions, and 
mlxES ■with almost every oiroomstanoe of action or pleaanre. 
Let any man, even of the coldest bead and soberest induatoy, 
HjialysB the idea of what be calls his interest; ha will find that 
it consists ohiefly of certain d^rees of dacBnoy, beanl^y, and 
order, variously combined into one Bystem, the idol which he 
seeks to enjoy by labour, hazard, and aelf-denial. It is on this 
account of Uie mat consequence to regulate these im^s by 
the standard of nature and flie general good; otherwise the 
imagination, by heightening some objects beyond their real 
excellence anil beauty, or by representing others in a more 
odious or terrible shape than they deserve, may of course en- 
gaga us in pursuits ntterly inconsistent with the moral order 
of tbinga. „ , 

If it be objected that this account of things suppoaes the 
passions to be merely accidental, whereas there appears m 
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BOme a natural and hereditary disposition to certain passions 
prior to uJl oii^mmstances of eduootion or fbrtime; it may bB 
ansnered, Umt thongti no maji is 1)om mnliitious or a miser, 
yet ha may inierlt from his parents a peculiar temper or com- 
plesion oi mind, whioli shall render his imagination more 
liable to be struok with aome purtloular objects, consequently 
dispose him to form opinions of good and 111, and entertain 
paasions of a particular turn. Some men, for instance, by the 
or^^inal frame of their minds, are mora delighted with the vast 
and munificent, others on the contrary witb the elegant End 
gentle aspects of nature. And it is very ];emarkable, that the 
oispoaitian of the moral poweia is always similar to this of the 
ims^naliou ; that those who are most inchned to admire pro- 
digious and suhlime objects in the physical world are also most 
inclined to applaud e^Hmples of finrUtude and heroic virtne in 
the moral While those who are channed rather with ihe deU- 
cacy and sweetness of oolom^ and forme, and sounds, neyer 
fail in like manner to yield the preference to the setter scenes 
of virtue and the sympathies of a domesHc life. And this ia 
euffident t^ aooonnt for the objection. 

Among the ancient philosophers, thouijh we have sevei'al 
hhila eonoomin^ Hds influence of the imagination npon mocala 
among t^ remains of the Socratic sdiool, yet the Stoics were 
ttia first who paid it a due attention. Zeno, Iheir founder, 
thou^ it impoBsible to preserve any tolerable regularity in life, 
vrithont frequently inspectmg those pictures or appearances of 
thmgs, which the ima^natiou offers to the mind (Diog. Laert. 
1 TU ) The meditations of M. Aurehus, and the discourses of 
Epictetns, are full of the same sentiment; ineomnoh that the 
la^er makes the Xpi^crtf oia ds2^ ^atrrartu^n'i or right management 
of the fancies, the only thing for which we are accountable to 
Providence, and without which a man is no other Ihan stupid 
oi frantic Arriac. L i. c. 12, and 1. li. c. 22. See also the 
Ohacacteristjos, vol. 1. from p. 818 t^ 821, where this stcacal 
doctrme Is embelliahed with all the elegance and (traoes of 
Plato 

Ver )6. hoa FdUy't aa^ord oris, &c.] Notwith- 

staudug the general influence of ridicule on private and civil 
lite, as well as on learning end the sciences, it has been ahnost 
constantly neglected or misrepresented, by divines especially. 
The maimer of treatia^ these subjects in the science of human 
nature should be precisely tlie same as in natural philosophy ; 
from parti onlar facts to investigate the staf«d order in which 
fliev appear, and then apply the general law, thus disoovared, 
to fhe exphoaUon of other appe^ances and the improvement of 
useftd arts. 

Ver. 84. BeioM Aeforemott band, &o.] The first ajid most 
general source of ridicule in^ the chfuracters of men is vanity, 
or self-applause for some desirable quality or possession which 
evidently does not belong to those who aasnme It. 
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Ver. 121. Tlici coma Si4 second irrdei; &c. Ridioule from 
Hie same vanity, where, though the posseaaion ba reiU, jet no 
merit oaa arise from it,becaase ol^soms particulac ciroum- 
Btancea which, though obvious to the epactator, are yet ovac- 
iooted by the ridiculous ohataeter. 

15a. AnoSur ii'^e sacceedg. &e.l Eidionlo from a notion 
of exoelienca in parlicnliir olyeots disproporlaonad to their 
intriuBio value, ftud inoonsletaut with tha order of nature. 

Ver. 191. Bui mHB, ye say. Sec] Ridicule tVora a notion 
of excellence, when the object is absolutely odious or con- 
tempHble. This is the highest degree of the ridiculous ; es m 
the aifaotation of diaeaaea or vices. 

Ver. 307. TAbs /or ^iangAiwi, See] Kdicule from false 
fihome or gromidless fear. 

Ver. 228. Last of the, Sso.] Eidicule from the igooranoe of 
such thiogs as onr oiromnatanoes require us to know. 

Ver. ai3. Suffice it to Wnw »oM, &a.] By oompurmg fliaeB 
gonera] aoinroea of lidionle with, each other, and ammi nin g tie 
fldioulous In otJier obieoCa, we maj obtain, a general deflmtjon 
of It equally ftppHoable lo avary species. The moat ImportMit 
ciroumstajioe of Uda definition Is hud down hi the Jinaa raftored 
to ; but others more mirrate we shall subjoin here, Aristotle's 
account of the matter seems both imperTect and fiilse; tA yilp 
y&bioj', says he, karlv &/i&pmiiii n iial oiojtof, iWiAmw «oJ ou' 
^SopTUifc: " the ridiculous is some certain ftinlt or turpitude 
wiSout pato, and not destnicljve to its subject" (Poflt. e. 6). 
For allowingit to be true, as it is not, that the ridiculoua is nasec 
aaoompaSwl wilt pain, yet we might pcodnoe many instances 
of Bucb a ihult or turpitude which cannot with any tolerable 



„„„.^ „.. T —d the keener aensations of pity or ten'or 

banish tie ludicrous apprehension from our minds. For the 
eenaation of ridicule is not a bare perception of the agreement 
or dlsaeraementofideasi but a passion or emotion oflhemind 
consequential to that perception. So that the mind may per- 
oeivB Bib agreement or disagreement, and yet not feel the 
riiiotilouB, because it is engrossed by a more violent emotion. 
Thus it hapnena that some men think those objects ridiculoua 
to which others cannot endure to apply the name, because iu 
them tbey excila a much intenaer and more important feelm^ 
And this difference, among other causes, has brought a good 
deal of confiision into this question. 

" That which makes objects ridiculous is some ground of 
.admirataou or esteem connected wiUi other mora general cir- 
cumatJHices comparatively worthless or deformed ; or it is sorne 
circumatanoe of turpitude or deformity connected with what is 
hi general eioellent or beautSfol: the inconsistent properldaa 
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exiBting eitliBr in the objeols theinselTBa. or in the appcehension 
of the person to whom they relate; balonging always lo the 
flume order or class of beingi implying sentiment or desigiii 
and exoitirg no ocnla ra vehement emotion of the heart." 

Toprovethe several pnrts of this definition! "The appear- 
auoa of exoellenoe or beanty connected with a geneciil con- 
dition comparaBvely sradid or deformed," is ridienloosi for 
Inatmce, pompous pcBtenaimis of wisdom joined with ignorance 
or folly ni the Socrates of Ariatopbanes, and the OBtsntadonfl 
of military glory with cowardice and stupidity in the Thraso of 
Terence. 

"The appearanofl of deformity or turpitude in conjunction 
wiHi what IS in general excellent or venerable," is also ndicu- 
louaj itir insiance, the personal weaknesses of a magisWate 
appearing in tiie solemn aud pnblio functions of his station. 

'' The inoongruovis properties may eiflier exist in the objects 
themselves, orin apprehension of the person to whom they 
relatB." In the last-menldoued instajioe, they both exist in the 
objects ; in the instances from AriBtophanes and Terence, one 
of them is objeodve and real, the oflier only founded in the 
apprehension of lie ridiculous oiuiractec. 

^' 'Itie inconsistent properties must belong to the same order 
Of class of being." A coxcomb in fine clothes, bedaubed ay 
accident in foiS weather, is a ridiculous object; because his 
general apprehension of excellence and estaem is referred to 
Hie splendour and expense of his dress. A man of sense and 
merit, in the same circuroBtances, is not counted ridiculous ; 
because the genraal ground of excellenoe and cEteem in l^m is, 



" Every ridioolonB object impB( 

mlumn placed by an architect i 

' id at; the same column in a 



je mnst excite no acute or vehe- 

4u™.„ VU.WV.™ " such as terror, pity, or indignation ; 

for in that case, as was observed above, the mind is not at 
leisure to contemplate tbe ridiculous. 

Wheflier any appearance not ridiculous be involved in laiis 
descripdon, and whether it comprehend every species and 
jr e iu- ^M.^i'^a tnTT^t be determined by repeated appli.. 



oattons of it to particular instances. 

" — 9. id«e7br«iftat/o»i-«i(J,&c.] Since it is beyond 

ioljon evidenC tiiatwe have a natural sense or feeling 

of the ridioiiioiiB, and ance so good a reoaon may be assigned 



Ver. aB9. j 



to jnfltift- the Supreme Being fbr bestowing it, one cannot, with- 
oti astonishment, reiect on the conduct of those men who 
imapne it is for the servjoe of Imie reli^on to vilify and blaqlien 
it wiaout distinction, and endeavour to persuade us that it is 
novOT applied but in a bad caiose. Bidicule is not concerned 
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with msFe speculative tmth or falsoliaad. It is not In nbstnvcl 
propositiona or tiiearems, but In notloiia itnd passions, good and 
evil^ beauty and defonniiy, tlmt wa £nd muterials for it; and 
hU tbese terras are relahve, implying approbation oc blame. 
To ask, then, whether ridicule be a teat of ttaib is, in other 
words, Co nsk whether that vrhieh is rldiaolons can be morally 
true, oan be just and becoming j or whflfher that which is just 
and beooming can. be ridiculous. A guestiou that does not 
deserve a serious answer. For it la roost evident, that, as in a 
metaphysioid proposition offered to the undsrstatiding for its 
assent, the tkculty of reason examines the terms of the propo- 
sition, and findhig one idea, which was suppossd eqoal to 
anoliier, fo be in fiiot uaeqnal, of oonseqjenoe i^eots the pro- 

Ssiljon as a falsehood; so, in objects infered to the mind for 
estaamor applauBS,the litDult^ of ridicule, finding an Inoou' 
gruity in the cliiim, urges ihe mind to reject it 'with laughter 
and contempt. When, therefore, we observe snoh a claim 
obtruded upon mankind, and the inoot^istent cirounistances 
carefully concealed from the eye of the pubUc, it is our bnshiesa, 
if the matter be of importance to society, to drag out those 
latent oiroumstanoes, and, by setting tbem m full viQw, to oon- 
'vinoa the wodd how ridiculous the claim is: and thus a double 
advaut^ is gained ; for wa both detect tha moral &lsehood 
sooner wan in the ivay of speculative inquiry, and inipress the 
minds of men with a stronger sense of the vanity and error of 
its authoi's. And this, and no more, is meant by the application 
of ridicule. 

But it is said, tha practice is daagerous, and may be incon- 
sistent with the regai'd we owe to objects of real digoity and 
esoellenoe. 1 answer, the praotioe fairly managed can never 
be daogeroasi men may ba dishonest m obtruding circum- 
Btanoaa foreign Co tha objecl^ and we may be inadvertent in 
Allowing those mrcumstances to impose upon us ; but the sense 
of ridioule alwayB judges right. The Socrates of Aristophanes 
is as truly xidioaloiis a omii'aoter as ever was drawn: true; 
bat it is not the character of Socrates, the divine moralist, and 
father of ancient wisdom. What than V did the ridicule' of tha 
poet hinder the philosopher from detecting and diaolajming 
those foreign olrcnmstoncea which he had fiilsBly introdooed 
into his character, and thus rendered the satirist doubly ridi- 
culous inMstum? No; but it cevertheless had an 111 inmienoa 
on the minds of Iha people. And so has the reaaouing of 
Spinoza made many atheists i he has founded it, indead, on 
snppQsitiona utterly false ; but allow bitti these, and his conclu- 
aions are unavoidably ti'ua. And if wa mast r^eot the use of 
ridicule, because, by the imposition of falsa circumstances, 
things may be made to seem ridionlous which are not so in 
thamsolvas ; why we ought not in tha same manner to reject 
the ose of reason, because, by proceeding on Mse principles, 
conolusloos will appear tarna which are mipossibia ul nature, 
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let the vshemeut luid obstiniite decliumei's agoinsb ridicule 



Ver, 326. Tmo /aitkful needles, &c.] See the eleg! 
recited by Cardinal BBmbo in the charactac of X 
Strada Prolns. vi. Aoadem. 3, c. v, 

Ver. 848. By Siese nmterimis Hes, Sto.] The ar' - 
bering feems almost wholly ' ' "'' — ~~' — '■'"" " 



o depend o 



WlCh amoroDS airs my foocyenUrtidiif kc- 

WALLEBf Battle of tlie SuiDmer iQLands, €&ato I. 

Whhe in the park 1 sii^. the list'niug Aeer 
Attend m; passioui and ibrg^ h> lear, &□- 

Ver. 593. Ifoi a brecM, &a.J That this noconnt inny not 
appear rather poetioally estramgiuit thun just in pliilosophy, 
it nxay bo proper to produce the eentdment of one of the great- 
eat, irisese, and best of men on this headj one so little to be 
su^eot«d of partiality in liie case, that be reckons it among 
those fayoare for whltdi he irns especially thankful to the gods, 
that they had not snS^d him to make imy great piroSoienoy 
in the arts of eloquence ood poetry, lest by thut meana he 
should have been oiTertad from pnrBoits of more importance 
to his high station. Spealtuig of the beauty of uniTarsal nature, 
he observes, that there "is a pleasii^ and graoeHil aspect in 
every object we perceive," when once we consider its oooneo- 
tlon with that general tffder. He inatancea in many things 
vhloh at flcst ^ht wotild be tliought rather deformities; and 
tiiBii adds, " thit a man who enjoys a sensibility of temper, with 
a just oomprehension of the universal order, will discern many 
ainiable tMngs, not credible to every miad^ but t« those alone 
who have entraed into an hononrafile familiarity with nature 
and her works." — M. Aitlomn. iii. 3. 
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Thh pleasures of the Imagiiiation proceed either from natural 
objects, as from a flouriBhing grove, a clear and ram:murin« 
fomitiHn, a cidm sea by mooiJighti or ftom works of art, euch 
aa a noblo edifioa, a musioo] tone, a statne, a picture, a poem. 
In taeating of these pleasures, -we must begin witU the former 
class, thsj being original to the otlier i ajid nothing more heing 
neoessaiy, in order to esplMn them, than a view of our natural 
inolinaaon towai'd greatness and beauty, and of those appeai- 
anoea, in the world around us, to which that inclination is 
adaplad. This is the anbjeot of the firat book of the ibllowing 

But the pleasures which we receive from the elegant arts, 
from music, sculpture, painting, and poetry, are much mora 
various and complicated. In them (besides greatnaaB and 
beauty, or forms proper to the ima^ation) we find hitetwoven 
frequent representations of truth, of virtue ani vice, of ciromn- 
Btancea proper to move us with laughter, or to eioita in aa 
pity, fear, and the otter passions. Theaa moral Mid hitellec- 
tual objects are described in the second book, to wbich the 
third properly belongs as an episode, though too largo to have 
been included in it. 
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With the iiboTe mentioneii oanaes of plBaavire, which are 
nniveraal in the course of hnman life, mid appert^D to our 
lii^ier ^ulties, mimy othora do generally occur, more limited 
in their operation, or of an inferior ori^n: such m^ the □ovelty 
of objects, tlie association of ideas, affections of the bodily 
senses, influences of education, cationsJ babits, and the like- 
To illustrate these, aad from the whole to determine the cha- 
ractfir of a perlfect taste, is the argument of the fourth book. 

Hitherto the plensnres of the imagination belong to the 
htm^an species in general- But there are eertain particular 
men, whose ima^aUon is endowed with powers, and suscep- 
tible of pleasures, which, tho generality of maokiud never 
participate. These are the men of genius, desUned by nature 
to excel in one oi' other of the arts ah-eady mentioned. It ia 
proposed, therefore, in the last place, to delineate that genioB 
whidi in some degree appears common to tliem all ; yet with 
a moto pocoliar consideration of poetry, Loasmnoh as poetry 
is the most extensive of those arts, the most philosopliical, and 
the most useful. 
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With what enchantment Nature's goodly scene 
Attracts the sense of mortals ; how the mind 
For its own eye doth objects nobler still 
Prepare ; how men by various lessons learn 
To judge of Beauty's praise ; what raptures fill 
The breast with fancy's native arts endow'd, 
And what true culture guides it to renown ; 
My verse unfolds^) Te gods, or godlike powers, 
Te guardians of the sacred task, attend 
Propitious. Hand in hand around your bard i 
Move in majestic measures, leading on 

• Tnith J9 here taken, not in a logical, but in a mixed an 
popular sanse, or for what has been called ttfl truth of thing! 
denoting aa well fheur natural and regular condition, as a pn 
per estimate or judgment oonoeming them. 
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His doubtful step ttrough many a Bolemn path. 
Conscious of secrets wliich to human sight 
Te ouly caa reveal. Be great in him : 
And let yowr favour maie him wise to speak 
Of all your wondrous empire ; with a voice 
So temper'd to his theme, that those who hear 
May yield perpetual homage to yourselves. 
Thou chief, daughter of eternal Love, 
Whate'er thy name; or Muse or Grace, ador'd 
By Grecian prophets ; to the sons of Heaven 21 
Known, while with deep amazement thou dost there 
The perfect counsels read, the ideas old, 
Of thine omniscient Father; known on earth 
By the still horror and the blissful tear 
With which thou seizest on the soul of man; 
Thou chief. Poetic Spirit, from the banks 
Of Avon, whence thy holy fingers cull 
Fresh flowers and dews to sprinkle on the turf m 
Where Shakespeare lies, be present. And with 
Let Fiction come; on her aerial wings [thee 

Wafting ten thousand colours ; whicii ia sport. 
By the light glances of her magic eye. 
She blends and shifts at will thro' countless forms, 
Her wild creation. Goddess of the lyre. 
Whose awful tones control the moving sphere, 
Wilt thou, eternal Harmony, descend, 
And join this happy train? for with thee comes 
The guide, the guardian of their mystic rites, 
"Wise Order; and where Order deigns to come. 
Her sister. Liberty, will not be far. a 
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Be present, all ye Genii, who conduct 
Of youthful bards the lonely wandering step 
New to your springs and shades; who touch their ear 
With finer sounds, and heighten to their eye 
The pomp of nature, and before them place 
The fairest, loftiest countenance of things. 

Nor thou, my Dyson, to the lay refuse 
Thy wonted partial audience. What though first 
In years unseasoa'd, haply ere the sports ™ 

Of childhood yet were o'er, the adventurous lay 
With many splendid prospects, many chai-ms, 
AHur'd my heart, nor conscious whence they sprung, 
Nor heedful of their end ? yet serious Truth 
Her empire o'er the calm, sequeater'd theme 
Asserted soon ; while Falsehood's evil brood, 
Vice and deceitful Pleasure, she at once 
Excluded, and my fancy's careless toil 
Drew to the better cause. Maturer aid 
Thy friendship added in the paths of life, » 

The busy paths, my uoaeeustom'd feet 
Preserving! nor to Truth's recess divine, 
Through this wide argument's unbeaten space. 
Withholding surer guidance; while by turns 
We trac'd the sages old, or while the queen 
Of sciences (whom manners and the mind 
Acknowledge) to my true companion's voice 
Not unattentiye, o'er the wintry lamp 
Incliu'd her sceptre, favouring. Now the fates 
Have other tasks impos'd: — to thee, my friend. 
The ministry of freedom and the faith 
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Of popular decrees, ia early youtL, « 

Not vainly they committed : me they sent 

To wait on pain ; and silent arts to urge, 

Inglorious : not ignoble ; if iny caves, 

To such as languish on a grievous bed. 

Ease and the sweet forgetfulnesa of ill 

Conciliate : nor deligbtlcss ; if the Muse, 

Her shades to visit and to taste her springs, 

If some distinguish'd hours the bounteous Mnse 

Impart, and grant (what she, and she alone, 8i 

Can grant to morfala) that my hand those wreatha 

Of fame and honest favour, which the faless'd 

Wear in Elysium, and which never felt 

The breath of envy or malignant tongues, 

That these my hand for thee and for myself 

May gather. Meaftwhile, my faithful friend, 

early chosen, ever found the same. 

And trusted and belov'd; onco more the verse 

Long destin'd, always obvious to thine ear, eo 

Attead, indulgent! so in latest years, 

When time thy head with honours shall have eloth'd 

Sacred to even vii'tue, may thy mind. 

Amid the calm review of seasons past, 

Fair offices of friendship or kind peace 

Or public zeal, may then thy mind well-pleas'd " 

Eecall these happy studies of our prime. 

From Heaven my strains begin ; from Heaven 
descends 
The flame of genius to the chosen breast, nw 

And beawty with poetic wonder join'd, 
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And inspiration. Ere tlie rising sun 

Shone o'er the deep, or 'mid the vault of night 

The moon her silver lamp euspended ; ere 

The vales with springs were water'd, or with groves 

Of oak or pine the ancient hills were crown'd ; 

Then the Great Spirit, whom his works adore, 

Within his own deep essence view'd the forms, 

The forms eternal of created things : 

The radiant sun ; the moon's nocturnal lamp ; 

The mountains and the streams ; the ample stores 

Of earth, of heaven, of nature. From the first, 

On that full scene his love divine he flx'd, ' uj 

His admiration ; till, in time complete, 

"What he admir'd and lov'd, his vital power 

Unfolded into being. Hence the breath 

Of life informing each organic frame ; 

Hence the green earth, and wild-resounding waves ; 

Hence light and shade, alternate ; warmth and cold ; 

And briglit autumnal skies, and vernal showers, 

Aad all the fair variety of things. ia> 

But not alike to every mortal eye 
Is this great scene unveil'd. For while the claims 
Of social life to different labours urge 
The active powers of man, with wisest care 
Hath Nature on the multitude of minds 
Impress'd a various bias ; and to each 
Decreed its province in the common toil. 
To some she taught the fabric of the sphere, 
The changeful moon, the circuit of the stars, 
The golden zones of heaven ; to some she gave 
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To search the story of eternal tliought ; lei 

Of apace and time; of fate's unbroken chain, 
And will's quick moyement ; others by the hand 
She led o'er vales and mountains, to explore 
What healing virtue dwells in every vein 
Of herbs or trees. But some to nobler hopes 
Were' deslan'd : some within a finer mould 
She wrought, and tempei-'d with a purer flame. 
To these the Sire Omnipotent unfolds, 
In fuller aspects and with fairer lights, i« 

This picture of the world. Through every part 
They trace the lofty sketches of his hand : 
In earth or air, the meadow's flowery store. 
The moon's mild radiance, or the virgin's mien 
Dress'd in attractive smiles, they see portray'd 
( As far as mortal eyes the portrait scan) 
Those lineaments of beauty which deligbt 
The Mind Supreme. They also feel their force, 
Enamour'd : they partake the eternal joy. 

For as old Memnon's image long renown'd iw 
Through fabling Egypt, at the genial touch 
Of morning, from its inmost frame sent forth 
Spontaneous music ; so doth Nature's hand, 
To certain attributes which matter claims. 
Adapt the liner organs of the mind: 
So the glad impulse of those kindred powers 
(Of ibrm, of colour's cheerful pomp, of sound 
Melodious, or of motion aptly sped) 
Detains the enliven'd sense ; till soon the soul 
Feels the deep concord, and assents through all 
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Her functions. Then the charm by fate prepai^d 
Diffuaeth its enchantment Fancy dreams, iw 
Eapt into high discourse with prophets old. 
And wandering through Elysium, Fancy dreams 
Of sa«ced fountains, of o'orshadowing groves, 
Whose walks with godlike harmony resound : 
Fountiuns, which Homer visits ; happy groves, 
Where Milton dwells: the intellectual power, 
On the mind's throne, suspends his graver cares, 
And smiles : the passions, to divine repose, if 
Persuaded yield: and love and joy alone 
Are waking; love and joy, such as await 
An angel's meditation. ! attend. 
Whoe'er thou art whom these delights can touch ; 
Whom Nature's aspect, Nature's simple garb, 
Can thus command ; ! listen to my song ; 
And I will guide thee to her blissful walks. 
And teach thy solitude her voice to hear, 
And point her gracious features to thy view. ira 
Know thea, whate'er of the world's ancient store. 
Whate'er of mimic Art's reflected scenes, 
With love and admiration thus inspire 
Attentive Fancy, her delighted sons 
In two illustrious orders comprehend, 
Self-taught : from Mm whose rustic toil the lark 
Cheers warbling, to the bard whose daring thoughts 
Eange the full orb of being, still the form, 
Which fancy worsHps, or sublime or fair 
Her votaries proclaim. I see them dawn : 
I see tlie radiant visions where they rise, iw 
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More lovely than when Ladfer displays 

His glittering forehead through the gates of mora, 

To lead the train of Phosbus and the Spring. 

Say, why was man so eminently rais'd 
Amid the vast creation; why irapower'd 
Through life and deatli to dart liis watchful eye, 
With thoughts beyond the limit of hia frame ; 
But that tJie Omnipotent miglit send him forth, 
Iti sight of angels and immortal minds. 
As on an ample theatre to join ao 

In contest with his equals, who shall best 
The task achieve, the course of noble toils, 
By wisdom and by mercy preordain'd ? 
Might send him forth the sovereiga good to learn; 
To chase each meaner purpose from his breast ; 
And through the mists of passion and of sense, 
And through the pelting storms of chance and pain, 
To hold straight on with constant heart and eye 
Still flx'd upon his everlasting palm, [bums 

The approving smile of Heaven ? Else wherefore 
In mortal bosoms this uoquenched hope, ai 

That seeks from day to day sublimei' ends ; 
Happy, though restless ? Why departs the soul 
Wide from the track and journey of her times. 
To grasp the good she knows not? In the field 
Of things which may be, in the spacious field 
Of science, pot«nt arts, or dreadful arms. 
To raise up scenes in which her own desires 
Contented may repose ; when things, which are, 
Pall on her temper, like a twice-told tale : 22* 
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Her temper, still demanding to be free ; 
Spurning the rude control of wilful might ; 
Proud of Iier dangers brav'd, her griefs endur*!!. 
Her strength severely prov'd ? To these high 

Which rcasott and affection prompt iD man, 
Not adverse nor unapt hath Nature fram'd 
His bold imagination. For, amid 
The various forms which this full world presents 
Like rivals to his choice, what human breast 
E'er doubts, before the transient and minute, sao 
To prize the vast, the stable, the sublime? 
Who, tliat from heights aerial sends his eye 
Around a wild horizon, and surveys 
Indus or Gauges rolling his broad wave 
Through mountains, plains, thro' spacious cities old, 
And regions dark with woods, will turn away 
To mark the path of some penurious rill 
Which murmureth at his feet 5 Where does the soul 
Consent her soaring fancy to restrain. 
Which bears her up, as on an eagle's wings, 2» 
Destin'd for highest heaven ; or which of fate's 
Tremendous harriers shall confine her flight 
To any humbler quarry? The rich earth 
Cannot detain her ; nor the ambient air 
With all its changes. For a while with joy 
She hovers o'er the sun, and views the small 
Attendant orbs, beneath his sacred beam, 
Emerging from the deep, like cluster'd isles 
Whose rocky shores to the glad sailor's eye 
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Reflect the gleams of morning : for a while ^ 
With pride slie sees his firm, paternal sway 
Bead the reluctant planets to move each 
Bound its perpetuil year But soon she quits 
That prospect : meditating loftier views, 
She darts adventurous up the long career 
Of comets ; thiough the constellations holds 
Her course, and aow look^ back on all the stars 
Whose blended flames as with a milky stream 
Part the blue legion Empyrean ti-acts, zra 

Where happy souls beyond this concave heaven 
Abide, she then exploies, whence purer light 
For countless ages tiavels through the abyss, 
Kor hath in sight of mortals yet arriv'd. 
Upon the wide creation's utmost shore 
At length she sttnds, and the dread space beyond 
Contemplates, half leeoiling n^thless down 
The gloomy void, astoni^h'd, yet unquell'd, 
She plungeth; down the unfathomable gulf, 
Where God alone hath being. There her hopes 
Best at the fated goal. For, from the birth sra 
Of human kind, the Sovereign Maker said 
That not in humble, nor in brief delight, 
Not in the fleeting echoes of renown. 
Power's purple robes, nor Pleasure's flowery lap, 
The soul should find contentment ; but, from these 
Turning disdainful to an equal good. 
Through Nature's opening walks enlarge her aim. 
Till every hound at length should disappear, 
And inflnif« perfection fill the scene. sm 
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But lo, where Beauty, dresa'd in gentler pomp. 
With comely steps advancing, claims the verse 
Her cbarms inspire. O Beauty, source of praise, 
'Of honour, even to mute and lifeless things; 
thou that kindlest in naek human heart 
Love, and the wish of poets, when theii- tongue 
Would teach to^oth'er bosoms what so charms 
Their own ; child of Nature and the soul, 
In happiest hour brought forth ; the doubtful garb 
Of words, of earthly language, all too mean, 
Too lowly I account, in which to clothe ^m 

Thy form divine : for thee the mind alone 
Beholds ; nor half thy brightness can reveal 
Through those dim organs, whose corporeal ffluch 
O'ershadoweth thy pure essence. Tet, my Muse, 
If Fortune call thee to the task, wait thou 
Thy favourable seasons ; then, while fear 
And doubt are absent, thro' wide nature's bounds 
Expatiate with glad step, and choose at will 
What«'er brighC'^ji^jls the florid earth contains, 
Whate'er tlie„Wa^, or the liquid air, am 

To manifest uiiblemish'd Beauty's praise. 
And o'er ,the breasts of mortals to extend 
Her gradous empire. "Wilt thou to the isles 
Atlantic, to the rich Hesperian clime. 
Fly in the train of Autumn ; and look on, 
And leam from hhn ; while, as he roves around, 
Where'er his fingers touch the fruitful grove, 
The branches bloom with gold ; where'er his foot 
Imprints the soil, the ripening clusters swell. 
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Turning aside their foliage, and come forth am 

In purple lights, till every hillock glows 
As with the hlushea of an evening sky ? 
Of wilt thou that Thessalian landscape trace, 
Where slow Pen4us his clear glassy tide 
Draws smooth along, between the winding cliffs 
Of Ossa and the pathless woods unshom 
That wave o'er huge Olympus t Down the stream, 
Look Low the mount^ns with their douhle range 
Embrace the vale of Tempe : fi'oni each side 
Ascending steep to heaven; a rocky mound nsf 

Cover'd with ivy and the laurel boughs 
That crown'd young Ph<ebus for the Python slain. 
Fair Tempfe I on whose primrose banks the mom 
Awoke most fragrant, and the noon repos'd 
In pomp of lights and shadows most sublime; 
Whose lawns, whose glades, ere human footsteps yet 
Had trac'd an entrance, were the halbw'd haunt 
Of silvan powers immortal ; where ihey sate 
Oft in the golden age, the Nymphs and Fauns, 
Beneath some arbour branching o'er the flood, sso 
And leaning round liiiag on the instructive lips 
Of hoary Pan, or o'er some open dale 
Daac'd in light measures to his sevenfold pipe. 
While Zephyr's wanton hand along their path 
Flung showers of painted blossoms, fertile dews. 
And one perpetual spring, y But if our task 
More lofty rites demand, with all good vows 
Then let us hasten to the rural haunt 
Where young Melissa dwells. Nor thou refuse 
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The voice wticli caJla thee from thy \o\'(i retreat, 
But hither, gentle maid, thy footsteps turn : mi 
Here, to thy own unquestionable theme, 
fair, graceful, hend thy polish'd brow, 
Assenting ; and the gladness of thy eyes 
Impart to me, like morning's wished iight 
Seen through the vernal air. By yonder stream, 
Where beech and elm along tlie bordering mead 
Send forth wild melody from every bough. 
Together let us wander ; where the hilla 
Cover'd with fleeces to the lowing vale a»> 

Reply ; where tidings of content and peace 
Each echo brings. Lo, how the western sun 
O'er fields and floods, o'er every living soul, 
DifPuseth glad repose! There while I speak 
Of Beauty's honours, thou, Melissa, thou 
Shalt hearken, not unconscious, while I tell 
How first from Heaven she came ; how after all 
The works of life, the elemental scenes, 
'The hours, the seasons, she had oft explor'd. 
At length her favourite mansion and her throne 
She flx'd in woman's form ; what pleasing ties mi 
To virtue bind her; what effectual aid 
They lend each other's power; and how divine 
Their union, should some unambitious maid, 
To all the enchantment of the Idalian queen, 
Add sanctity and wisdom : while my tongue 
Prolongs the tale, Melissa, thou mayst feign 
To wondor wlience my rapture is inspir'd; 
But soon the smile which dawns upon thy Kp 
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That soft cheek apringing to the marble neck, 

Which henda aside in vain, revealing more 

What it would thus keep silent, and in vain 

The sense of praise dissemhling. Then my song 

Great Nature's wmning arts, which thus inform 

With joy and love the rugged breast of man. 

Should sotmd in numbers worthy such a theme 

While all whose souls have ever felt the force 

Of those enchanting passions, to my lyre 

Should throng attentive, and receive once more 

Then- influence, unobacur'd by any cloud ssl 

Of vulgar care, and purer than the hand 

Of Fortune can bestow: nor, to confirm 

Their sway, should awful Contemplation scorn 

To join his dictates to the genuine strain 

Of Pleasure's tongue ; nor yet should Pleasure's ear 

Be much averse. Ye chiefly, gentle band 

Of youths and virgins, who through mfmy a wish 

And many a fond pursuit, a3 in some scene 

Of magic bright and fleeting, are allur'd m 

By various Beauty; if the pleasing toil 

Can yield a moment's respite, hither turn 

Your favourable ear, and trust my words. 

I do not mean, on bless'd Religion's seat 

Presenting Superstition's gloomy form, 

To dash your soothing hopes ; I do not mean 

To hid the jealous thimderer Are the heavens, 

Or shapes infernal rend the groaning earth. 

And scare you from your joys. My cheerful song 
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"With happier omens calls you to the field, *» 

Pleas'd with your generous ardour in the chase, 
And warm like you. Then tell me (for ye kuow) 
Doth Beauty ever deign to dwell where use 
And aptitude are strangers ? is her praise 
Confess'd in aught whose most peculiar ends 
Are lame aod fruitless ? or did Nature mean 
This pleasing call the herald of a lie, 
To hide the shame of discord and disease, 
And win each fond admirer into snares, 
Foil'd, baffled ? No : with better providence "o 
The general mother, conscious how infirm 
Her offspring tread the paths of good and iU, 
Thus, to the choice of credulous desire, 
Doth objects the corapletest of their tribe 
Distinguish and commend. Yon flowery bank, 
Cloth'd in the soft magnificence of Spring, 
WiU not the flocks approve it? will they ask 
The reedy fen for pasture » That clear riU 
Whi h t kl th m m f om the mossy rock, 

Yield 1 h I m b rage to the worn « 

And thir ty t II h 1 o standing pool 
With m ddj w d gr w ? Yon ragged vine, 

■^YTi 1 d U Its mourn the rage 

Of E 11 th p or the bowl 

Kep t f h f H w lling grape 

Wb h ghtt rs thro h h t ndrils, like a gem 
Wh fir t m ts th Or what are all 

Xhe U' 1 t It and sense adjoin'd? 

Are th J pi Ig f ^ ^ entire, 
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Where native order reigns, witli every part iso 
In health, and every fiincfion well perform'd !' 

Thus tlien at first was Beauty sent from Heaven, 
ffhe lovely miniati'ess of Truth and Good 
In this dark world ; for Truth and Good are one ; 
And Beauty dwells in them, and they in her, 
With like participation. J Wherefore, then, 
eons of earth, would ye dissolve the tie ? 
I wherefore with a rash and greedy aim 
Seek ye to rove through every flattering scene 
Which Beauty seems to deck, nor oace inquire 
Where is the suffrage of eternal Truth, «i 

Or where the seal of undeceitful good, 
To save your search from folly ? Wanting these, 
Lo, Beauty withers in your void embrace ; 
And with the glittering of an infant's toy 
Did fancy mock your vows. Nor yet let hope. 
That kindliest inmate of the youthful breast. 
Be hence appall'd; be titrn'd to coward sloth, 
Sitting in silence, with dejected eyes 
Incurious, and with folded hajids : far less m 

Let scorn of wild, fantastic folly's dreams, 
Or hatred of the bigof s savage pride, 
Persuade you e'er that Beauty, or the love 
Which waifs on Beauty, may not brook to hear 
The sacred lore of undeceitfiil good 
And Truth eternal. From the vulgar crowd, 
Though Superstition, tyranness abhorr'd. 
The reverence due to this majestic pair 
With threats and execration still demands ; 
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Ttough the tame wreteh, who asks of her the way 
To their celestial dwelling, she constrains «t 

To quench or set at nought the lamp of God 
Within his frame ; through many a cheerless wild' 
Though forth she leads Liin credulous and dark, 
And aw'd with duhious notion ; though at length 
Haply she plunge him into cloister'd cells 
And mansions unrelenting as the grave, 
But void of quiet, there to watch the hours 
Of midnight ; there, amid the screaming owl's 
Dire song, with spectres or with guilty shades 4" 
To talk of pangs and everlasting woe ; 
Yet be not ye diamay'd. A gentler star 
Presides o'er your adv ntu F m the bower 
Where Wisdom sat w th h Atl n sons, 
Could hut my happy ha d nt a wreath 

Of Plato's olive with tl M ntua hay, 
Then, (for what need f cru 1 f a t you. 
To you whom godlike 1 w 11 mmand ?) 

Then should my powerful voiue at once dispel 
Those monkish horrors ; should, in words divine. 
Relate how favour'd minds like you inspir'd, «i 
And taught theu: inspiration to conduct 
By ruling Heaven's decree, through various walks 
And prospects various, but delightful aJl, 
Move onward ; while now myrtle groves appear, 
How arms and radiant trophies, now the rods 
Of empire with the curule throne, or now 
The domes of conlemplatioa and the Muse. 
Led by that hope sublime, whose cloudless eye 
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Through the fair toils and ornaments of earth joo 

Discerns the nobler life reaerv'd for heaven, 

Favour'd alike they worship round the shrine 

Where Truth conspicuous with her aister-twins, 

The undivided partners of her sway, 

With Good and Beauty reigns. 1 let not us, 

By Pleasure's lying blandishments detain'd, 

Or crouching to the frowns of bigot rage, 

O ! let not us one moment pause to join 

That chosen band. And if the gracious Power 

Who firet awaken'd my untutor'd song mo 

Will to my invocation grant anew 

The tuneful spirit, then through all our paths 

Ne'er shall the sound of this devoted lyre 

Be wanting ; whether on the rosy mead 

When Summer smiles, to warn the melting heart 

Of Luxury's allurement ; whether firm 

Against the torrent and the stubborn hill 

To urge free Virtue's steps, and to her side 

Summon tiat strong divinity of soul 

Which conquers Chance and Fate ; or on the height, 

The goal assign'd her, haply to proclaim sn 

Her triumph ; on her brow to place the crown 

Of uncorrupted praise ; through future worlds 

To follow her interminated way, 

And bless Heaven's image in the heart of man. 

Such is the worth of Beauty; such her power, 
So blameless, so rever'd. It now remains, 
In just gradation through the various rank? 
Of being, to contemplaf* how her gifts 
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Kise ill due measure, watchful to attend ^ao 

The steps of riamg Nature. Last and least, 
In colours miagEng with a random blaze, 
DoUi Beauty dweU. Then higher ia the forma 
Of simplest, easiest measure ; in the bounds 
Of circle, cube, or spiiere. The third ascent 
To symmetry adds colour : thus the pearl 
Shines in the concave of its purple bed. 
And painted shells along some winding shore 
Catch with indented folds the glancing sun^ '^ 
Nest, as we rise, appear the blooming tribes [her 
Which clothe the fragrant earth ; which draw from 
Their own nutrition ; which are born and die ; 
Tet, in their seed, immortal: such the flowers 
With which young Maia pays the viUage-maids 
That hail Iter natal mom; and such the gi-ovos 
Which blithe Pomona rears on Vaga's bank, 
To feed the bowl of Ariconian swains 
Who quaff beneath her branches. Nobler still 
Is Beauty's name, where, to the fuU consent 
Of members and of features, to the pride '« 

Of colour, and the vital cliange of growth. 
Life's holy flame with piercing sense is given. 
While active motion speaks the temper'd soul : 
So moves the bird of Juno ; so the steed 
With rival swiftness beats the dusty plain, 
And faithful dogs with eager airs of joy 
Salute tiieir fellows. What subUmer pomp 
Adorns the seat where Virtue dwells on earth, 
And Trutii's eternal daylight shines around; 
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What palm belongs to man's imperial front, i» 
And woman powerful with becoming smiles, 
Chief of terresta'ial natures, — need we now 
Strive to inculcate ? Thus Lath. Beaulj there 
Her most conspicuous praise to matter lent, 
Where most conspicuous through that shadowy veil 
Breaks forth the bright expression of a mind; 
By steps directing our enraptur'd search 
To Him, tbe first of minds, the chief, the sole ; 

( From whom, thiwugh this wide, complicated world, 
Did all her various lineaments be^ ; w 

To whom alone, consenting and entire. 
At once their mutual influence all display. 

. He,God most high (bear witnes8,Earth and Heaven) 
The living fountains in himself contains 
Of beauteous and sublime : with him enthron'd, 
Ere days or years trod their ethereal way, 
In his supreme intelligence enthron'd, 
The queen of love holds her unclouded state, 
Urania. Thee, O Father ! this extent 
Of matter; thee the sluggish earth and tract j'u 
Of seas, the heavens and heavenly splendours feel 
Pervading, quickening, moving. From the depth 
Of thy great essence, forth didst thou conduct 
Eternal Form; and there, where Chaos reign'd, 
Gav'st her dominion to erect her seat, 
And sanctify the mansion. All her works 
Well-pleas'd thou didst behold : the gloomy fires 
Of storm or earthquake, and the purest light 
Of summer; soft Campania's new-born rose, sm 
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And the slow weed which pines on Russiao hiUs, 

Comely alike to thy full vision stand: 

To thy surrounding vision, which unites 

All essences and powers of the great world 

In one sole order, fair alike they stand, 

As features well consenting,' and alike 

Eequir'd by Nature ere she could attain 

Her just resemblance to the perfect shape 

Of universal Beauty, which with thee 

Dwelt from the first. Thou also, ancient Mind, 

Whom love and free beneficence await >» 

In all thy doings ; to inferior minds, 

Thy offsprmg, and to man, thy youngest son, 

Refusing no convenient gift nor good ; 

Their eyes didst open, in this earth, joa heaven, 

Those starry worlds, the countenance divine 

Of Beauty to behold. But not to them 

Didst thou her awful magnitude reveal. 

Such as before thine own unbounded sight 

She stands (for never shall created soul 

Conceive that object), nor, to all their kinds, boo 

The same in shape or features didst thou frame 

Her image. Measuring well their different spheres 

Of sense and action, thy paternal hand 

Hath for each race prepar'd a different teat 

Of Beauty, own'd and reverenc'd as their guide 

Most apt, moat jaithful. Thence hiform'd, they scan 

The objects that surronnd them; and select," 

Since the great whole disclaims their scanty view, 

Each for himself selects peculiar parts «« 
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Of Nature ; wl^iat the standard fix'd by Heaven 
Within his breast approves : acquiring thus 
A partial Beauty, which becomes his lot; 
A Beauty which his eye may comprehend, 
His hand may copy : leaving, Supreme, 
O thou whom none hath utter'd, leaving all 
To thee that inflnile, consummate form, 
Which the great powers, the gods around thy throne 
And nearest to thy counsels, know with thee 
For ever to have been ; but who she is, cib 

Or what her likeness, know not. Man surveys 
A narrower scene, where, by the mix'd effect 
Of things corporeal on his passive mind, 
He judgeth what is fair. Corporeal things 
The mind of man impel with various powers, 
And various features to his eye disclose. 
The powers which move his sense with instant joy, 
The features which attract his heart to love, 
He marks, combines, reposits. Other powers 
And features of the self-same tiling (unless 
The beauteous form, the creature of his mind, em 
Request their close alliance) he o'erlooks 
Forgotten ; or with self-beguiling zeal, 
Whene'er his passions mingle in the work. 
Half alters, hfllf disowns. The tribes of men 
Thus from their different functions and the shapes 
Familiar to their eye, with art obtain. 
Unconscious of their purpose, yet with art 
Obtain the Beauty fitting man to love ; 
Whose proud desires from Nature's homely toil 
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Oft turn away, fastidious : asking still «« 

His mind's high aid, to purify the form 
From matter's gi-oss communion; to secure 
For ever, from tie meddling hand of Change 
Or rude Decay, her features ; and to add 
Whatever ornaments may suit her mien, 
Where'er he flnds them scatter'd thro' the paths 
Of Nature or of Fortune. Then he seats 
The accomplish'd image deep within his breast, 
Keviews it, and accounts it good and fair. 

Thus the one Beauty of the world entire, «» 
The universal Venus, far beyond 
The keenest effort of created eyes. 
And their most wide horizon, dwells enthron'd 
In ancient silence. At her footstool stands 
An altar burning with eternal fire 
Unsullied, nnconsum'd. Hero every hour, 
Here every moment, in^their turns arrive 
Her offspring ; an innumerable hand 
Of sisters, comely all I but differing far 
In age, in stature, and expressive mien, em 

More than bright Helen from her new-born babe. 
To this maternal shrine in turns they come. 
Each with her sacred lamp ; that irom the source 
Of living flame, which here immortal flows, 
Their portions of its lustre they may draw 
For days, or months, or years; for ages, some; 
As their great parent's discipline requires. 
Then to their several mansions they depart, 
In stars, in planets, through the unknown shores 
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Of yon ethereal ocean. Who can tell, "o 

Even on the sui-fiice of this railing earth, 
How many make abode ? The fields, the groves, 
The winding rivers and the azure main, 
Are render'd solemn by their frequent feet. 
Their rites sublime. There each her destin'd home 
Informs with that pure radiance from the skies 
Brought down, and shines throughout her little 

sphere, 
Exullicg. Straight, as travellers by night 
Turn toward a distant flame, so some fit eye, 
Among the various tenants of the scene, eai 

Discerns the heaven-bom phantom seated there, 
And owns her ciiarms. Hence tlie wide universe, 
Through all the seasons of revolving worlds, 
Bears witness with its people, gods and men. 
To Beauty's blissful power, and with the voice 
Of grateful admiration still resounds ; 
That voice, to which is Beauty's frame divine 
As is the cunning of the master's hand 
To the sweet accent of the well-tun'd lyre. 

Genius of ancient Greece, whose faithful steps 
Have led us to these awful solitudes ^i 

Of Nature and of Science ; nurse rever'd 
Of generous counsels and heroic deeds ; 
! let some portion of thy matchless praise 
Dwell in my breast, and teach me t« adorn 
This unattempted theme. Nor be my thoughts 
Presumptuous counted, if amid the calm 
"Which Hesper sheds along the vernal heaven, 
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If I, from vulgar Superatition's walk, 

Impatient steal, and from tlie unseemly rites ™ 

Of splendid Adulation, to attend 

Witli hymna tliy presence in the sylvan shade, 

By their malignant footsteps nnprofand. 

Come, renowned power ; thy glowing mien 

Such, and so elevated all thy form. 

Ah when the great barbaric lord, again 

And yet again diminish'd, hid his face 

Among the herd of satraps and of kings ; 

And, at the lightning of thy lifted spear, "^ 

Ci'ouch'd like a slave. Bring all thy martial spoils, 

Thy palms, thy laurels, thy triumphal songs. 

Thy smiling band of Arts, thy godlike sires 

Of civil wisdom, thy unconquer'd youth 

After some glorious day rejoicmg round 

Their new-eiected trophy. Guide my feet 

Through fair Lyceum's walk, the olive shades 

Of Aeademus, and the sacred vale 

Haunted by steps diviae, where once beneath 

That ever-living platane's ample boughs 

Iliasus, by Socratio sounds detain'd, ™ 

On his neglected urn attentive lay ; 

While Boreas, lingering on the neighbouring steep 

With beauteous Orithyia, his love-tale 

In silent'Ewe suspended. There let me 

With blameless hand, from thy unenvious fields. 

Transplant some living blossoms, to adorn 

My native claim ; while, far beyond the meed 

Of Fancy's toil aspiring, I unlock 
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The springs of ancient wisdom ; while I add m 
(What cannot be disjoin'd from Beauty's praise) 
Thy name and native dress, thy works beloy'd 
And honourM ; while to my compatriot youth 
I point the great example of thy sons, 
And tune to Attic themes the British lyre. 
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Thus far of Beauty, and the pleasing fonns 
•Which man's untutor'd fancy, from tie scenes 
Imperfect of this ever-changing world, 
Creates ; and views, enamour'd. Now my song 
Severer themes demand: mysterious Truth; 
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And Virtue, sovereign good ; the spells, tlie trains, 
The progeny of Error ; the dread sway 
Of Passion ; and whatever hidden stores 
From her own lofty deeds and from herself 
The mind acquires. Severer argument ; w 

Kot leas atti-active, nor deserving less 
A constant ear. For what are all the forms 
Edac'd by fancy from corporeal things, 
Greatness, or pomp, or symmetry of pai'ts ? 
Not tending to the heart, soon feehle grows, 
As the blunt arrow 'gainst lie knotty trunk, 
Their impulse on the sense: while the pall'd eye 
Expects in vain its tribute; asks in vain, 
Where are the ornaments it once admir'd ? 
Not so the moral species, nor the powers s" 

Of Passion and of Thought. The ambitious mind. 
With objects boundless as her own desires, 
Can there converse ; by these unfading forms 
Totich'd and awaken'd still, with eager act 
She bends each nerve, and meditates well pleas'd 
Her gifts, her godlike fortune. Such the scenes 
How opening round us. May the destin'd verse 
Maintain its equal tenor, though in tracts 
Obscure and arduous ! May the Source of light 
All-present, all-sufflcient, guide our sf«ps so 

Through every maze I and whom in childish years 
From the loud throng, the beat«n paths of wealth 
And power, thou didst apart send forth to speak 
In tuneful words concerning highest things, 
Him still do thou, Father, at those hours 
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Of pensive freedom, wliea the human soul 
Shuts out the rumour of the world, him still 
Touch thou with secret lessons : call thou back 
Each erring thought ; and let the yielding strains 
From his full bosom, like a welcome rill « 

Spontaneous from its healthy fountain, flow ! 

But from what name, what favourable sign. 
What heavenly auspice, rather shall I date 
My perilous excursion, than from Truth, 
That nearest inmate of the human soul ; 
Estrang'd from whom, the countenance divine 
Of man, disfigur'd and dishoaour'd, sinks 
Among inferior things ? For to the brutes 
Perception and the transient boons of sense 
Hath Fate imparted: but to man alone so 

Of sublunary beings waa it given 
Each fleetmg impulse on the sensual powers 
At leisure to review ; with equal eye 
To scan the passion of the stricken nerve, 
Or the vague object striking; to conduct 
From sense, the portal turbulent and loud. 
Into the mind's wide palace, one by one. 
The frequent, pressing, fluctuating forms, 
And question and compare them. Thus he learna 
Their birth and fortunes ; how allied they haunt 
The avenues of sense ; what laws direct ei 

Their union ; and what various discords rise, 
Or fixed or casual : which when his clear tl 
Ketams, and when his faithful words express. 
That living image of the external scene, 
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As in a polish'd mirror held to view, 
Is Trott : where'er it varies from the shape 
And hue of its exemplar, in that part 
Dim Error lurlts. Moreover, from without, 
When oft the same society of forma lo 

In the same oriJer have approach'd his mind, 
He deigns no more their steps with curious heed 
To trace ; no more their features or fheir garb 
He now examines ; hut of them and their 
Condition, as with some diviner's tongue, 
Affirms what Heaven in every distant place, 
Through every future season, will decree. 
This, too, is Truth : where'er his prudent lips 
Wait till experience diligent and slow 
Has authorized their sentence, this is Truth j » 
A second, higher liind : the parent this 
Of Science ; or the lofty power herself. 
Science herself, on whom the wants and cares 
Of social life depend ; tlie substitute 
Of God's own wisdom in this toilsome world ; 
The providence of man. Yet oft in vain. 
To earn her aid, with fls'd and anxious eye 
He looks on Nature's and on Fortune's course; 
Too much in vain. His duller visual ray 
The stillness and the persevering acts « 

Of Nature oft elude; and Fortune oft 
With step fantastic from Iier wonted walk 
Turns into mazes dim : his sight is foil'd ; 
And the crude sentence of his faltering tongue 
Is but opinion's verdict, half believ'd 
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And prone to change. Here tlion, wlio feel'st thine 

Congenial to my lyre's profonnder tone, [ear 

Pause, and be watchful, Hifierto the stores, 

Which feed thy mind and exercise her powers, 

Partaie the relish of their native soil, i«o 

Their parent earth. Eut know, a nobler dower 

Her Sire at birth decreed her; purer giiU 

Prom his own treasure ; forms which never deign'd 

In eyes or ears to dwell, within the sense 

Of earthly organs ; but sublime were piae'd 

In his essential reason, leading there 

That vast ideal host which all his works 

Through endless ages never will reveal. 

Thus then endow'd, the feeble creature man, 

The slave of hunger and the prey of death, rai 

Even now, even here, in eartli's dim prison bound. 

The language of intelligence divine 

Attains ; repeating oft concerning one 

And many, past and present, parts and whole, 

Those sovereign dictates which in farthest heaven, 

"Where no orb rolls, Eternity's flx'd ear 

Hears from coeval Truth, when Chance nor Change, 

Nature's loud progeny, nor Nature's self, 

Dares intermeddle or approach her throne. 

Ere long, o'er this corporeal world he learns lai 

To extend her sway ; while calling from the deep, 

From earth and air, their multitudes untold 

Of figures and of motions round his walk, 

For each wide family some single birth 

He sets in view, the impartial type of all 
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Its b)-etlirou ; suffering it to claim, beyond 
Their common heritage, no private gift. 
No proper fortune. Then whate'er his eye 
In thia discerns, his bold nnerring tongue 
Pronounceth of theltindred, without hound, lao 
Wiitout condition. Such the rise of forms 
Sequest«r'd far from seDse and every spot 
Peculiar in Ae realms of spac« or time i 
Such is the throne which man for Truth, amid 
The paths of mutability, hath huilt 
Secure, unshaken, still ; and whence he views, 
In matter's mouldering structures, the pure forms 
Of triangle or circle, cube or tone, 
Impassive all ; whose attributes nor force 
Nor fate can alter. There he first conceives no 
Ti'ue being, and an intellectual world 
The same this hour and ever. Thence he deems 
Of his own lot ; above the painted shapes 
That fleeting move o'er this terrestrial scene 
Looks up ; beyond the adamantine gates 
Of death expatiates ; as his birthright claims 
. Inheritance in all the works of God ; 
Prepares for endless time his plan of life. 
And counts the universe itself his home. na 

Whence also but from Truth, the light of minds. 
Is human fortune gladden'd with the rays 
Of Virtue ? with the moral colours thrown 
On every walk of this our social scene, 
Adorning for the eye of gods and men 
'The passions, actions, habitudes of life, 
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And rendering earth like lieaven, a sacred place 

Wtere Love and Praise may fake deliglit to dwell ? 

Let none with heedless tongue from Truth disjoin 

The reign of Virtue. Ere the dayapring flow'd, 

Like sisters link'd in Concord's golden chain, ira 

They stood before the great Eternal Mind, 

Their common parent; and bj him were both 

Seat forth among his creatures, hand in hand, 

Inseparably join'd; nor e'er did Truth 

Find an apt ear to listen to her lore, [Truth's 

Which knew not Vii'tue's voice ; nor, save where 

Majestic words are heard and understood, 

Doth Virtue deign to inhabit. Go, inquire 

Of Nature ; not among Tartarian rocks, 

Whither the hungry vulture with its prey uu 

Eeturns ; not where the lion's sullen roar 

At noon resounds along the lonely banks 

Of ancient Tigris : but her gentler scenes, 

The dovecote and the shepherd's fold at mom, 

Consult ; or by the meadow's fragrant hedge, 

In spring-time when the woodlands first are green. 

Attend the linnet singing to his mate 

Couch'd o'er their tender young. To this fond care 

Thou dost not Virtue's honourable name 

Attribute ; wherefore, save that not one gleam 

Of Truth did e'er discover to themselves isi 

Their httle hearts, or teach them, by the effects 

Of that parental love, the love itself 

To judge, and measure its officious deeds ? 

But man, whose eyelids Truth has flll'd with day, 
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Discerns tow skilfully to bounteous ends 
Hia wise affections move ; with free accord 
Adopts their guidance ; yields himself secure 
,To Nature's prudent impulse ; and coQverts 
Instinct to duty and to sacred law. !»" 

Hence Right and Fit on earth : while thus to roan 
The Almighty Legislator hath explaiu'd 
The springs of action fis'd within his breast ; 
Hath given him power to slacken or restrain 
Their effort; and hath shown him how they join 
Their pariial movements with the master-wheel 
Of the great world, and serve that sacred end 
Which he, the unerring reason, keeps in view. 
For (if a mortal tongue may speai of him 
And his dread ways) even as his boundless eye, 
Connecting every form and every change, ot 

Beholds the perfect Beauty ; so his will, 
Through every hour producing good to all 
The family of creatures, is itself 
The perfect Virtue. Let the grateful swain 
Remember this, aa oft with joy and praise 
He looks upon the falling dews which clothe 
His lawns with verdure, and the tender seed 
Nourish within his furrows : when between 
Dead seas and burning skies, where long unmov'd 
The bark had languish'd, now a rustling gale «' 
Lifts o'er the fickle waves her dancing prow, 
Let the glad pilot, bursting out in thanks, 
Remember this: lest blind o'erweeaing pride 
Pollute their offerings ; lest Iheir selfish heart 
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Say lo tlie heavenly Ruler, " At our call 
Relents thy power: by us thy arm is moY'd." 
Foob ! who of God as of each other deem ; 
"Who his invariable acta deduce 
From sudden counsels transient as their own; 
Nor farther of hia bounty, than the event aai 

Which haply meets their loud and eager prayer, 
Acknowledge ; nor, beyond the drop minute 
"Which haply tiiey have fasted, heed the source 
That flows for all; the fountain of his love 
Which, from the summit where he aits enthron'd, 
Pours health and joy, unfailing streams, throughout 
.The spacious region flourishing in view, 
The goodly work of his eternal day. 
His own fair universe ; on which alone iso 

His counsels fix, and whence alone his will 
Assumes her strong direction. Such is now 
His sovereign purpose ; such it was before 
All multitude of years. For his right arm 
Was never idle : his bestowing love 
Knew no beginning ; was not as a change 
Of mood that woke at last and started up 
After a deep and solitary sloth 
Of boundless ages. No : he now is good, 
He ever was. The feet of hoary Time m 

Through their eternal course have travell'd o'er 
No speechless, lifeless desert; but thi-ough scenes 
Cheerful with bounty stiU ; among a pomp 
Of worlds, for gladness round the Maker's throne 
Loud-shouting, or, in many dialects 
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Of hope and filial trust, imploring thence 

The fortunes of their people : where so fix'd 

Were all the dates of helng, so dispos'd 

To every living soul of every kind 

The field of motion and the hour of rest, s» 

That each tte general happiness might serve ; 

And, by the discipline of laws divine 

Convinc'd of folly or chastis'd from guilf, 

Each might at length be happy. What remains 

Shall be like what is past; hut fairer still, 

And still increasing in the godlike gifts 

Of Life and Truth. The same paternal hand, 

From the mute shell-flsh gasping on the shore, 

To men, to angels, to celestial minds. 

Will ever lead the generations on ^^n 

Through higher scenes of being ; while, suppKed 

From day to day by his enlivening breath, 

Inferior orders in succession rise 

To flU the void heiow. As flame ascends, 

As vapours to the earth in showers return, 

As the pois'd ocean toward the attracting moon 

Swells, and the ever-listening planets charm'd 

By the sun's call their onward pace incline. 

So all things which have life aspire to God, 

Exhaustless fount of intellectual day ! 2™ 

Centre of souls ! Nor doth the mastering voice 

Of Nature cease within to prompt aright 

Their steps ; nor is the care of Heaven withheld 

From sending to (lie toil external aid ; 

That in their stations all may persevere 
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To climb the ascent of being, and approach 
For ever nearer to the Life divine. 

But this eternal fabric was not rais'd 
For maa'a inspection. Though to some be given 
To catch a transient visionary glimpse ^ 

Of that majestic scene which boundless power 
Prepares for perfect goodness, jet in vain 
WouM human life her faculties expand 
To embosom such an object Nor could e'er 
Virtue or praise have touch'd the hearts of men, 
Had not the Sovereign Guide, through every stage 
Of this their various journey, pointed out 
New hopes, new toils, which to their humble sphere 
Of sight and strength might such importance hold 
As doth the wide creation to his own. «» 

Hence all the little charities of life. 
With all their duties : hence that favourite palm 
Of human will, when duty is sufflc'd, 
And still the liberal soul in ampler deeds 
"Would manifest herself; that sacred sign 
Of her rever'd affinity to Him 
Whose bounties are his own ; to whom none said, 
" Create the wisest, fullest, fairest world, 
Aad make its offspring happy ; " who, intent 
Some likeness of Himself among his works w« 
To view, hath pour'd into the human breast 
A ray of knowledge and of love, which guides 
Earth's feeble race to act their Maker's part, 
Self-judging, self-oblig'd ; while, from before 
That godlike function, the gigantic power 
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Necessilj, though wont to curb the force 

Of Chaos and the savage elements, 

Retires abash'd, as from a scene too high 

For her brute tyranny, and with her bears 

Her scorned followers, Terror, and base Awe m 

Who blinds herself,- and that ill-suited pair. 

Obedience linfc'd with Hatred, Then the soul 

Arises in her strength; and, looking round 

Her busy sphere, whatever work she views, 

Whatever counsel bearing any trace 

Of her Creator's likeness, whether apt 

To aid her fellows or preserve herself 

In her superior functions uuimpair'd, 

Thither she turns exulting : that she claims 

As her peculiar good; on that, through all aso 

The iickle seasons of the day, she looks 

With reverence still ; ia that, as to a fence 

Against affliction and the darts of pain, 

Her drooping hopes repair; and, once oppos'd 

To that, all other pleasure, other wealth. 

Vile, as the dross upon the molten gold, 

Appears, and loathsome as the briny sea 

To him who languishes with thirst and sighs 

For some known fountain pure. For what can strive 

With Virtue? Which of Nature's regions vast am 

Can in so many forms produce to sight 

Such powerful Beauty ? Beauty, which the eye 

Of Hatred cannot look upon secure ; 

Which Envy's self contemplates, and is tum'd 

Ere long to tenderness, to infant smiles, 



iiMP^h, Google 



IMAGINATION. BOOK II. 239 

Or tears of humblest love. Is augfat so fair 
In all the dewy landscapes of the Spring, 
The Summer's noontide groves, the purple eve 
At haryest-home, or in the frosty moon sss 

Glittering on some smooth sea; is aught so fair 
As virtuous friendship ? as the honour'd roof 
Whither from highest heaven immortal Love 
His torch ethereal and his golden how 
Propitious brings, and there a temple holds 
To whose unspotted service gladly yow'd 
The social band of parent, brother, child, 
With smiles and sweet discourse and gentle deeds 
Adore his power ? What gift of richest clime 
E'er drew such eager eyes, or prompted such 
Deep wishes, as the zeaJ tiiat snatcheth back ^ 
From Slander's poisonous tooth a foe's renown ; 
Or crosseth danger in his lion walk, 
A rival's life to rescue ? as the young 
Athenian warrior silting down in bonds. 
That his great father's body might not want 
A peaceful, humble tomb ? the Roman wife 
Teaching her lord how harmless was the wound 
Of death, how impotent the tyrant's rage. 
Who nothing more could threaten to afflict 
Their faithful love ? Or is there in the abyss, =« 
Is there among the adamantine spheres 
Wheeling unshaken through the boundless void. 
Aught that with half such majesty can fill 
The human bosom, as when BrulMS rose 
Itefulgent from the stroke of Caesar's fate 
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Amid the crowd of patriots ; and, his arm 
Aloft extending like eternal Jove 
When guilt brings down the thunder, call'd alowd 
On Tullj's name, and shook the crimson sword 
Of justice in his rapt astonisli'd eye, s™ 

And bade the father of Iiis country haU, 
For lo, the tyrant prostrate on the dust. 
And Eome again is free ? Thus, thi-o' the paths 
Of human life, in vaiious pomp array'd 
Walks the wise daughter of the judge of heaven, 
Pair Virtue ; from her father's throne supreme 
Sent down to utter laws, such as on earth 
Moat apt he knew, most powerful to promote 
The weal of all his works, the gracious end 
Of his di-ead empire. And tho' haply man's sw 
■Obscurer sight, so far beyond himself 
And the brief labours of his little home. 
Extends not; yet, by the bright presence won 
Of this divine instructress, to her sway 
Pleaa'd he assents, nor heeds the distant goal 
To which her voice conducts him. Thus hath God, 
Still looking toward his own high purpose, fix'd 
The virtues of his creatuies, thus he rules 
The parent's fondness and the patriot's zeaL; 
Thus the wai-m aensp of honour and of shame j 
The vows of gratitttdp, the faith of love ; aai 

And all the comely mtei course of praise, 
The joy of human lite, the earthly heaven! 
How fer unlike them must the lot of guilt 
Be found ? Or what terrestrial woe can match 
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The self-convicted bosom, whicK hath wrought 

The bane of others, or enslav'd itself 

"With shackles vile? Not poison, cor sharp Are, 

Nor the worst pangs that ever monkish hate 

Suggested, or despotic rage impos'd, *» 

Were at that season aa unwish'd exchange : 

When the soul loathes herself; when, flying thence 

To crowds, on every brow she aces portray'd 

Fell demons, Hate or Scorn, which drive her back 

To solitude, her judge's voice divine 

To hear in secret, haply sounding through 

The troubled dreams of midnight, and still, still 

Demanding for his violated laws 

Fit recompense, or charging her own tongue 

To speak the award of justice on herself. «« 

For well she knows what faithful hints within 

Were whispei-'d, io beware the lying forms 

Which turn'd her footsteps from the safer way; 

What cautions to suspect their paint«d dress. 

And look with steady eyelid on their smiles, 

Their ft-owns, their tears. In vain: the dazzling hues 

Of Fancy, and Opinion's eager voice, 

Too much prevaJl'd. For mortals tread the path 

In which Opinion says they follow good 

Or fly from evil ; and Opinion gives *» 

Report of good or evil, as the scene 

Was drawn by Fancy, pleasing or deform'd ; 

Thus her report can never there be true 

Where Fancy cheats the inteUeetual eye 

With glaring colours and distorted lines. 
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Is there a man to wtom the name of death 
Brings teiior'a ghastly pageants conjnr'd. up 
Befoie him, death-bed groans, and dismal vowa, 
And the frail soul plung'd headlong from the brink 
Of life and daylight down the gloomy air, iw 

An unknown depth, to gulfs of torturing fire 
Unvisit«d by merey ? Then what hand 
Can snatch this dreamer from tbe falal toils 
Which Fancy and Opinion thus conspire 
To twine around his heart ? Or who shall hush 
Their clamour, when they tell him that to die, 
To risk those hoiTors, is a direr curse 
Than basestlife can bring? Tho' Love, with prayers 
Most tender, with afflictioa's sacred tears, 
Beseech his aid ; though Gratitude and Faith no 
Condemn each step whi«h loiters ; yet let none 
Make answer for him, that, if any frown 
Of Danger thwart his path, he will not stay 
Content, and be a wretch to he secure. 
Here Vice begins then : at the gate of life, 
Ere the young multitude to diverse roads 
Part, like fond pilgrims on a journey unknown, 
Sits Fancy, deep enchantress ; and to each. 
With kind, maternal looks, presents her bowl, 
A potent beverage. Heedless they comply; 4so 
Till the whole soul from that mysterious draught 
Is ting'd, and every transient thought imbibes 
Of gladness or disgust, desire or fear. 
One homebred colour; which not all the lights 
Of Science e'er shall change ; not all the storms 



iiMP^h, Google 



IMAGINATION. BOOK II. 2i3 

Of adverse Fortune wash away, nor yet 
The robe of purest Virtue quite conceal. 
Thence on they pass, where meeting frequent shapes 
Of good and evil, cunning phantoms apt «b 

To fire or freeze the breast, with them they join 
In dangerous parley ; listening oft, and oft 
Gazing witJi reckless passion, while its garb 
The spectre heightens, and its pompous tale 
Repeats with some new circumstance to suit 
That early tincture of the hearer's soul. 
And should the guardian, Reason, but for one 
Short moment yield to this illusive scene 
His ear and eye, the intoxicating cliarm 
Involves him, till no longer he discerns. 
Or only guides to err. Then revel fortii an 

A furious band that spurn him from the throne. 
And all is uproar. Hence Ambition climbs 
With sliding feet and hands impure, to grasp 
Those solemn toys which glitter in his view 
On Fortune's ru^ed steep ; hence pale Revenge 
XJnaheaths her murderous dagger; Rapine hence 
And envious Lust, by venal fraud upborne. 
Surmount the reverend barrier of the laws 
Whidi kept them from their prey ; hence all the 

That e'er defiled the earth, and all the plagues lao 
That follow them for vengeance, in the guise 
Of Honour, Safety, Pleasure, Ease, or Pomp, 
Stole first into the fond believing mind, 
. Tet not by Fancy's witchcraft on the brain > 
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Are always the tumultuous passions driven 
To guilty deeds, nor Reason boand in chains 
That Vice alone may lord it. Oft adorn'd 
With motley pageants, Folly mounts his throne, 
And plays her idiot antics, like a queen. 499 

A thousand garbs she wears ; a thousand ways 
She whirls her giddy empire. Lo, thus iar 
With bold adventure to the Mantuau lyre 
I sing for contemplation link'd with love, 
A pensive theme. Now haply should my song 
Unbend that serious countenance, aiid leavn 
Thalia's tripping gait, her shrill-ton'd voice. 
Her wiles familiar: whether scorn she darts 
In wanton ambush from her lip or eye. 
Or whether, with a sad disguise of cai'e 
O'ermantling her gay brow, she acts in sport boo 
The deeds of Folly, and from all sides round 
Calls forth impetuous Laughter's gay rebuke ; 
Her province. But llirough every comic scene 
To lead my Muse with her light pencil arm'd; 
Through every swift occasion which the hand 
Of Laughter points at, when the mirthful sting 
Distends her labouring sides and chokes her tongue ; 
Were endless as to sound each grating note 
With which the rooks, and chattering daws, and 
Unwieldy inmates of the village pond, [grave 
The changing seasons of the sky proclaim ; on 
Sun, cloud, or shower. Suffice it to have said, 
^Where'er the power of Ridicule displays 
Her quaint-eyed visage, some incongruous form. 
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Soma stubborn dissonance of things combin'd, 
Strikes ou her quiclt perception : whether Pomp 
Or Praise or Beauty he dragg'd in and shown 
Where sordid fashions, where ignoble deeds, 
Where foul Deformity is wont to dwell ; 
Or whether these, with shrewd and wayward spite, 
Invade resplendent Pomp's imperious mien, sai 
The charms of Beauty, or the boast of Praise. 
Ask we for what fair end the Almighty Sire 
In mortal bosoms stirs this gay contempt, 
These grateful pangs of laughter ; from disgust 
Educing pleasure? Wherefore but to aid 
The tardy steps of Eeason, and at once 
By this prompt impulse urge us to depress 
Wild Polly's aims ? Por though the sober light 
Of Truth, slow dawning on the watchful mind, 591 
At length unfolds, through many a subtile tie, 
How these uncouth disorders end at last 
In public evil ; yet benignant Heaven, 
Conscious how dim the dawn of Truth appears 
To thousands, conscious what a scanty pause 
Prom labour and from care the wider lot 
Of humble life affords for studious thought 
To scan the maze of Nature, therefore stamp'd 
These glaring scenes with characters of scorn, 
As broad, as obvious to the passing clown mc 

As to the letter'd sage's curious eye. 

But other evils o'er the steps of man 
Thro' ail his walks impend; against whose might 
The slender darts of Laughter nought avail ; 
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A trivial warfare. Some, like cruel guards, 

On Nature's ever-moving tiirone attend ; 

With miscliief arm'd for Lim wlioe'er shall thwart 

The path of her inexorable wheels, 

"While she pursues the work that must he done 

Thro' ocean, earth, and air. Hence, frequent forma 

Of woe : the merchant, with Ills wealthy bark, su 

Buried by dashing waves ; the traveller, 

Pierc'd by the pointed lightning in his haste ; 

And the poor husbandman, with folded arms. 

Surveying bis lost labours, and a heap 

Of blasted ehaff the product of the field 

Whence he expected bread. But worse than these 

I deem, far worse, that other race of ills 

Which human kind rear up among themselves ; 

That horrid offspring which misgovcrii'd Will ssa 

Bears to fantastic Error; vices, crimes, 

Furies that curse the earth, and make the blows. 

The heaviest blows, of Nature's innocent hand 

Seem sport; which are indeed but as the care 

Of a wise parent, who solicits good 

To all her house, though haply at the price 

Of tears and froward wailing and reproaeh 

From some unthinking child, whom not the less 

Its mother destines to be happy still. 

( These sources then of pain, this double lot em 

Of evil in the inheritance of man, 

Kequir'd for his protection no slight force, 

No careless watch ; and therefore was his breast 

Fenc'd round with passions quick to be alarm'd, 
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Or stubborn to oppuse; with Fear, more swift 

Than beacons catching flame from hill to hill, 

Where armies land ; with Anger, uncontroH'd 

As the young lion hounding oa his prey ; 

With Sorrow, that locks up the struggling heart; 

And Shame, that overcasts the drooping eye sau 

As with a cloud of lighlning. These the part 

Perform of eager monitors, and goad 

The soul more sharply ttan with points of steel. 

Her enemies to shun or to resist, 

And as those passions that converse with good 

Are good themselves ; as Hope and Love and Joy, 

Among the fairest and the sweetest boons 

Of life, we rightly count: so ttese, which guard 

Agamst invading evil, still excite 

Some pain, some tumult: these, within the mind 

Too oft admitted or too long retain'd, sei 

Shock their frail seat, and by their unourb'd rage 

To savages more fell than Libya breeds 

Transform themselves ; till human thought becomes 

A gloomy ruin, haunt of shapes unbless'd. 

Of self-tormenting fiends : Horror, Despair, 

Hatred, and wicked Envy ; foes to all 

The works of Nature and the gifts of Heaven. 

But when thro' blameless paths to righteous ends 
Those keener passions urge the awaken'd soul, eoa 
I would nol^ as ungracious violence, 
Their sway describe, nor from their free career 
The fellowship of Pleasure quite exclude. 
For what can render, to the seJf-approv'd, 
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Their temper void of comfort, though ia pain? 
Who knows not with what majesty divine 
The forms of Truth and Justice to the mind 
Appear, ennobling oft the sharpest woe 
With triumph and rejoicing ? Who that bears 
A human bosom hath not often felt sio 

How dear are all those tics which bind our race 
In gentleness together, and how sweet 
Their force, let Fortune's wayward hand the while 
Eq kind or cruel? Ask the faithful youth 
Why the cold ni-n of her whom long he lov'd 
So often fills his arms ; so often draws 
His lonely footsteps, silent and unseen. 
To pay the mournful tribute of Hs tears? 
Oh ! he will tell thee that the wealth of worlds 
Should ne'er seduce his bosom to forego ^ 

Those sacred hours, when, stealing from the noise 
Of care and envy, sweet remembrance soothes 
With Virtue's kindest looks his aching breast, 
AJid turns his tears to raptwre ? Ask the crowd, 
Which flies impatient from the village walk 
To climb the neighbouring clifis, when far below 
The savage winds have burl'd upon the coast 
Some helpless bark; while holy Pity melts 
The general eye, or Terror's icy hand 
Smites their distorted limbs and horrent hair; «3o 
While every mother closer to her breast 
Catcheth her child, and, pointing where the waves 
Foam through the shatter'd vessels, shrieks aloud 
As one poor wretch, who spreads his piteous arms 
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For succour, swallow'd by the roaring surge, 
As now auotlier, dasli'd against the rock, 
Drops lifeless down, ! deemest tliou indeed 
Ko pleasing influence here by Nature given 
To mutual terror and compassion's tears? 
No tender charm mysterious, which attracts mo 
O'er all that edge of pain the social powers 
To this their proper action and their end ? 
Ask thy own heart, when, at the midnight hour. 
Slow through that pensive gloom thy pausing eye. 
Led by the glimmering taper, moves around ■ 
The reverend volumes of the dead, the songs' 
Of Grecian bards, and records writ by fame 
For Grecian heroes, where the Sovran Power 
Of heaven and earth surveys the immortal page, 
Even as a fether meditating all em 

The praises of his son, and bids the rest 
Of mankind there the fairest model learn 
Of their own nature, and the noblest deeds 
Which yet the world hath seen. If theu ihy soul 
Join in the lot of those diviner men ; 
Say, when the prospect darkens on thy view; 
When, sunk by many a wound, heroic states 
Mourn in the dust, and tremble at the frown 
Of hard Ambition; when the generous band 
Of youths who fought for freedom and their sires 
Lie side by side in death ; when brutal Force aai 
Usurps the throne of Justice, turns the pomp 
Of guardian power, the majesty of rule. 
The sword, the laurel, and the purple robe. 
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To poor, dishonest pageants, to adora 

A rohber'a walk, and glitter in the ejea 

Of such as how tlie knee ; when beauteous works, 

Rewards of virtue, aeulptur'd forms which deck'd 

With more than human grace the warrior's arch 

Or patriot's forah, now victims to appease sro 

Tyrannic envy, strew the common path 

With awful ruins ; when the Muse's haunt, 

The marble porch where Wisdom wont to talk 

With Socrates or TuUy, hears no more 

Save the hoarse jargon of contentious monks, 

Or female Superstition's midnight prayer ; 

When ruthless Havoc from the hand of Time 

Tears the destroying scythe, with surer sti-oke 

To mow the monuments of Glory down; 

Till Desolation o'er the grass-grown street «5o 

Expands her raven wings, and from the gate 

Where senates once the weal of nations plaiin'd 

Hisseth the gliding snake tlirough hoary weeds 

That clasp the mouldering column : thus when all 

The widely-mournful scene is flx'd within 

Thy throbbing bosom; when the patriot's tear 

Starts from thine eye, and thy extended arm 

In fancy hurls tlie thunderbolt of. Jove 

To fire the impious wreath on Philip's brow, 

Or dash Oetavius from the trophied car ; ew 

Say, doth thy secret soul repine to taste 

The big distress? or wouldst thou then exchange 

Those heart-ennobling sorrows for the lot 

Of him who sits amid the gaudy herd 
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Of silent flatterers bending to his nod; 

And o'er them, like a giant, casts his eye, 

And says within himself, " I am a King, 

And wherefore should the clamorous voice of woe 

Intrude upon mine ear ? " The dregs corrupt 

Of barbarous ages, that Circtean draught ™ 

Of servitude and folly, have not yet, 

Bless'd be the Eternal Kuler of the world I 

Yet have not so dishojioui''d, so deform'd 

The native judgment of the human soul, 

Nor so effac'd the image of her Sire. 



BOOK III. 1770. 

What tongue, then, may explain the various fat« 
Which reigns o'er earth? or who to mortal eyes 
Illustrate this perplexing labyrinth 
Of joy and woe through which the feet of man 
Are doom'd to wander? That Eternal Mind 
From passions, wants, and envy far estrang'd. 
Who built the spacious universe, and deck'd 
Each part so richly withwhato'er pertains 
To life, to health, to pleasure ; why bade he 
The viper Evil, creeping in, pollute 
The goodly scene, and with insidious rage, 
While the poor inmate looks aroundand smiles, 
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Dart her fell stiag witli poison to Lis soul? 
Hard is the question, and from aacient days 
Hath still oppress'd with care the sage's thought ; 
Hath drawn forth accents from the poet's lyre 
Too sad, too, deeply plaintive : nor did e'er 
Those chiefs of human Iiind, from whom the light 
Of heavenly truth first gleam'd on barharous lands, 
Foi^et this di'eadful secret when they told 20 

What wondrous things had to their favour'd eyes 
And ears on cloudy mountain been reveal'd, 
Or in deep cave, by nymph or power divine. 
Portentous oil and wild. .Tet one I know, 
Gould I the speech of lawgivers assume, 
One old and splendid tale I would record 
With which the Muse of Solon in sweet strains 
Adom'd this theme profound, and render'd all 
Its darkness, all its teri-ors, bright as noon. 
Or gentle as the golden star of eve. so 

Who knows not Solon? last, and wisest far. 
Of those whom Greece, triumphant iu the height 
Of glory, styl'd her fathers ? him whose voice 
Through Athens husb'd the storm of civil wrath ; 
Taught envious Want and cruel Wealth to join 
In friendship ; and, with sweet compulsion, tam'd, 
Minerva's eager people to his laws, 
Which their own goddess in his breast inspir'd? 

'Twas now the time when his heroic task m 

Seem'dbutperform'din vain: when, sooth'd by years 
Of flattering servic*, the fond multitude 
Hung with their sudden counsels on the breath 
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Of great Pisistratus ; that chief renown'd, 
Whom Hermes and the Idalian queen had train'd, 
Even fi'om his hirth, to every powerful art 
Of pleasing and persuading ; from whose lips 
Flow'd eloquence, which, hke the vows of love, 
Could steal away suspicion from the hearts 
Of all who listen'd. Thus from day fo day 
He won the general suffrage, and heheld m 

Each rival overshadow'd and depress'd 
Beneath his ampler state; yet oft complain'd, 
As one less kindly treated, who had hop'd 
To merit favour, but suhmits perforce 
To find another's services preferr'd, 
Nor yet relaxeth aught of faith or zeal. 
Then tales were scatter'd of his envious foes, 
Of snares that wateh'd his fame, of daggers aim'd 
Against his life. At last, with trembling limhs. 
His hair diffus'd and wild, his garments loose, bo 
And st^'d with blood from self-inflicted wounds, 
He burst into the public place, as there. 
There only, were his refuge; and declar'd 
In broken words, with sighs of deep regret, ■ 
The mortal danger he had scarce repell'd. 
Fir'd with his tragic tale, the indignant crowd 
To guard his steps, forthwith a menial band, 
Array'd beneath his eye for deeds of war. 
Decree. O still too liberal of their trust, 
And oft hetray'd by over-grateful love, n 

The generous people ! Now behold him fenc'd 
By mercenary weapons, like a king, 
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Forth issuing from the city-gate at eve 

To seek his rural mansion, and with pomp 

Crowding the public road. The awain stops shorty 

And sighs ; the ofS.cioua townsmen stand at gaae, 

And shrinking give the sullen pageant room, 

Tet not the less ohsequious was his hrow ; 

Kor less profuse of courteous words his tongue, 

Of gracious giits his hand : the whOe by sloalth, 

Like a small torrent fed with evening showers, s" 

His train increas'd ; till at that fatal time, 

Just as the public eye, with doubt and shame 

Startled, began to question what it saw, 

Swift as the sound of earthquakes rush'd a voice 

Through Athens, that Pisistratus had fili'd 

The rocky citadel with hostile arms, 

Had ban''d the steep ascent, and sate within 

Amid his hirelings, meditating death 

To all whose stubborn necks his yoke refiis'd. m 

Where then was Solon ? After ten long years 

Of absence, full of haste from foreign shores 

The sage, the law^ver had now arriv'd ; 

Arriv'd, alas ! to see that Athens, that 

Fair temple rms'd by him and sacred call'd 

To Liberty and Concord, now profan'd 

By savage hate, or sunk into a den 

Of slaves who crouch beoeath the master's scourge. 

And deprecate his wrath and court his chains. 

Tet did not the wise patriot's grief impede im 

His virtuous will, nor was his heart inclin'd 

One moment with such woman-like distress 



iiMP^h, Google 



IMAOINATION. BOOK III. 255 

To view the transient storms of civil war, 
As thence to yield his country and Iier hopes 
To all-devouring bondage. His bright lielm, 
Even whOe the traitor's impious act is tuld, 
He buckles on his hoary head ; he girds 
With mail bis stooping breast ; tlie shield, the spear 
He snatchetb ; and with swift, indignant strides 
The aaaembled people seeks ; proclaims aloud u* 
It was no time for counsel ; in their spears 
Lay all their prudence now ; the tyraat yet 
Was not so firmly seated on his throne, 
But that one shoek of their united force 
Would dash him from the summit of his pride 
Headlong and grovelling in the dust. " What else 
,Can re-assert the lost Athenian name 
So cheaply to the laughter of the world 
Betray'd ; by guile beneath an infant's faith 
Somock'dandscorn'd? Away, then; Freedom now 
And Safety dwell not hut with Fame in Arms : ist 
Myself will show you where their mansion lies, 
And through the walks of Danger or of Death 
Conduct you to them." While he spake, through all 
Their crowded ranks his quick sagacious eye 
He darted ; where no cheerful voice was heard 
Of social daring; no stretch'd arm was seen 
Hastening their common task: but pale mistrust 
Wrinkled each brow; they shook their head, and 

Their slack hands Lung ; cold sighs and whisper'd 
doubts 130 
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From breath K> breath stole round. The aage 

meantime 
Look'd speechless on, while hia big bosom heaVd 
Struggling with shame and sorrow r till at laat 
A tear broke forth ; and, " O immortal shades, 
O Theseus," he exclaim'd, " O Codrus, where. 
Where are ye now? behold for what ye toil'd 
Through life I behold for whom ye chose to die." 
No more he added ; but with lonely steps 
Weary and slow, his silver beard depress'd. 
And hia stem eyes bent heedless on the ground, 
Back to his silent dwelling he repair'd. m 

There o'er the gate, his armour, as a man 
Whom from the service of the war his chief 
Dismisseth after no inglorious toil, 
He fix'd in general view. One wishfiil look 
He sent, unconscious, toward the public p\wx 
At parting ; then beneath hia quiet roof 
Without a word, without a sigh, retii-'d. 

Scarce had the morrow's sun his golden rays 
From sweet Hymettus darted o'er the fanes im 
Of Cecrops to the Salaminian shores, 
When, lo, on Solon's th h Id m t tl e feet 
Of four Athenians by th m ad e 
Conducted all ; than wh ml tate b held 
None nobler. First cam M 1 the son 
Of great Alomseon, wh m the Lj dian king, 
The mild, unhappy Crte n h lay 
Of glory had with costly gifts adom'd. 
Fair vessels, splendid garments, tinctur'd weba 



iiMP^h, Google 



IMAGINATION. BOOK III. 257 

And. lieapa of treasur'd gold, beyond the lot iw 
Of many sovereigns ; ttus requiting well 
That hospitable favour which erewhile 
Alenueon to his megsengers had shown, 
Whom he with offerings worthy of the god 
Sent from hia throne in Sardis to revere 
Apollo's Delphic shrine. "With Megacles 
Approach'd his son, whom Agarista bore. 
The virtuous child of Clisthenes whose hand 
Of Grecian sceptres the moat ancient far 
In Sicyoa sway'd; but greater fame he drew "o 
From arms controll'd by justice, from the love 
Of the wise Muses, and the unenvied wreath 
Which glad Olympia gave. For thither once 
Ffip warlike steeds the hero led, and there 
Contended through the tumult of the course 
With skilful wheels. Then victor at the goal. 
Amid the applauses of assembled Greece, 
High on his car he stood and wav'd Ma arm. 
Silence ensued; when straight the herald's voice 
Was heard, inviting every Grecian youth, ifo 

Whom Clisthenes content might call his son, 
To visit, ere twice thirty days were paas'd. 
The towers of Sicyon. There the chief decreed, 
Within the circuit of the following year. 
To join at Hymen's altar, hand in hand 
With his fair daughter, him among the guests 
Whom worthiest he should deem. Forthwith from 

all 
The bounds of Greece the ambitious wooers carae ; 
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From rich Hesperia ; from the Illyrian shore 

Where Epidamnua over Adria's surge i» 

Looks on the setting sun ; from those brave tribes 

Chaonian or Molossian, whom the race 

Of great Achilles governs, giorying stiQ 

In Troy o'erthrown ; from rough ^tolia, nurse 

Of men who first among the Greeks threw off 

The yoke of kmgs, to commerce and to arms 

Devoted; from Thessalia'a fertile meads, 

Where flows Peneus near the lofty walls 

Of Cranon old ; from strong Eretria, queen 

Of all Eubcean cities, who, sublime a" 

On the steep margin of Euripus, views 

Across the tide the Marathonian plain, 

Not yet the haunt of glory. Athens too, 

Minerva's eare, among her graceful sons 

Found equal lovers for the princely maid; 

Kor was proud Argos wanting ; nor the domes 

Of sacred Elis ; nor the Arcadian groves 

That overshade Alpheus, echoing oft 

Some shepherd's song. But through the illus- 

trioiia band 
Was none who might with Megacles compare am 
In all the honours of unblemish'd youth. 
His was the beauteous bride : and now their son 
Young Clistbenes, betimes, at Solon's gate 
Stflod anxious ; leaning forward on the ai-m 
Of his great sire, with earnest eyes that ask'd 
When the sJow hinge would turn, with restless feet, 
And cheeks now pale, now glowing,: for his heart 
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Throbb'd full of bursting passions, anger, grief 

With scorn irabitter'd, by the generous bay 

Scarce understood, but wMch, like nobie seeds, 

Are destin'd for bis country and himself a; 

In riper years to bring forth fruits divine 

Of liberty and glory. jSext appear'd 

Two, brave companions, whom one mother bore 

To different lords } but whom the better ties 

Of firm esteem and friendship render'd more 

Than brothers ; first Miltiades, who drew 

From godlike .Maaaa his ancient line ; 

That .ffiacus whose uaimpeaeh'd renown 

For sanctity and justice won the lyre a 

Of elder bards to celebrate him thron'd 

In Hades o'er the dead, where his decrees 

The guilty soul within tbe burziing gates 

Of Tartarus compel, or send the good 

To inhabit with eternal health and peace 

The valleys of Elysium. From a stem 

So sacred, ne'er could worthier scion spring 

Than this Miltiades; whose aid ere long 

The chiefs of Thrace, already on their ways 

Sent by the inspir'd foreknowing maid who sits 

Upon the Delphic tripod, shall implore m 

To wield their sceptre, and the rural wealth 

Of fruitful Chersonesus to protect 

With arms and laws. But, nothing careful now 

Save for his injur'd country, here he stands 

In deep solicitude with Cimon join'd ; 

Unconscious both what widely different lota 
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Await them, taught hy nature as they are 

To know one common good, one common ill. 

For CJmon, not his valour, not his birth aso 

Deriv'd from Codrus, not a thousand gifts 

Dealt round him with a wise, benignant hand ; 

No, not the Olympic olive by himself 

From his own brow transferr'd fo soothe the mind 

Of this Pisistratus, can long preserve 

From the fell envy of tlie tyrant's sons, 

And their assassin dagger. But if death 

Obscure upon his gentle steps attend, 

Tet fate an ample recompense prepares 

In his victorioTis soa, that other great sw 

Miltiades, who o'er the very throne 

Of glory shall, with Time's assiduous hand, 

Jn adamantine characters engrave 

The name of Athens ; and, by Freedom arm'd 

'Gainst the gigantic pride of Asia's king, 

Shall all the achievements of the heroes old 

Surmount, of Hercules, of all who saii'd 

From Thessaly with Jason, all who fought 

For empire or for fame at Thebes or Troy. 

Such were the patriots who within the porch 
Of Solon had assembled. But the gate ari 

Now opens, and across the ample floor 
Straight they proceed into an open space 
Bright with the beams of mom ; a verdant spot, 
Where stands a rural altar, pil'd with sods 
Cut from the grassy turf, and girt with wreaths 
Of branching palm. Here Solon's self they found 
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Clad in a robe of purple pure, and detk'd 
With leaves of olive on his reverend brow. 
He bow'd before the altar, and o'er cakes s6o 

Of barley from two earthen yessels pour'd 
Of honey and of milk a plenteous stream ; 
Calling meantime the Muses to accept 
His simple offering, by no victim ting'd 
With blood, nor sullied by destroying fire ; 
But such as for himself Apollo claims 
In his own Delos, where his favourite haunt 
la thence the Altar of the Pious nam'd. 
Unseen the guests drew near, and silent view'd 
That worship ; till the hero-priest his eye aso 

Tum'd toward a seat on which prepai''d there lay 
A branch of laurel. Then his friends confess'd 
Before him stood. Backward hia step he drew, 
As loth that care or tumult should approach 
Those early rights divine ; but soon their looks 
So anxious, and their hands held forth witli such 
Deapondiog gesture, bring him on perforce 
To apeak to their affliction. "Are ye come," 
He cried, " to mourn with me this common shame ? 
Or ask ye some new effort which may break sou 
Our fetters ? Know, then, of the public eause 
Not for yon traitor's cunning or his might 
Do I despair ; nor couM I wish from Jove 
Aught dearer, than at this late hour of life, 
As once by laws, so now by strenuous arms, 
From impioua violation to assert 
The rights our fathera lef^ us. But, alaa I 
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What arms ? or wlio shall wield them ? Te beheld 

The Athenian people. Many bitter days 

Must pass, and many wounds from cruel pride mo 

Be felt, ere yet their partial hearts find room 

For just resentment, or their hands endure 

To smite this tyrant brood, so near to all 

Their hopes, so oft admir'd, so long belov'd. 

That time will come, however. Be it youia 

To watch its fair approach, and urge it on 

With honest prudence : me it ill beseema 

Again to supplicate the unwilling crowd 

To rescue from a rile deceiver's hold 

That enried power which once with eager zeal sso 

They offered to myself; nor can I plunge 

In counsels deep and various, nor prepare 

For distant wars, thus faltering as I tread 

On life's last Tei^e, ere long to join the shades 

Of Minos and Lycurgus. But behold 

Wliat care employs me now. My vows I pay 

To the sweet Muses, teachers of my yotith 

And solace of my age. If right I deem 

Of the still voice that whispers at my heart, 

The immortal sisters have not quite withdrawn eso 

Their old harmonious influeace. Let your tongues 

With sacred silence favour what I speak. 

And haply shall my faithful lips be taught 

To unfold celestial counsels, which may arm 

As with impenetrable steel yuur breasts 

For the long strife before you, and repel 

The darts of adverse fate." He said, and snatch'd 
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The laurel bough, and sate in silene* down, 
Fix'd, wrapp'd in BolemQ musing, full before 
The sun, who cow from all his radiant orb «o 

Drove the gray clouds, and pour'd hia genial light 
Upon the breast of Solon, Solon rais'd 
Aloft tie leafy rod, and thus began : 

" Te beauteous offspring of Olympian Jove 
And Memory divine, Pierian maids. 
Hear' me, propitious. In the morn of life, 
When Lope shone bright and all the prospect smil'd, 
To your sequester'd mansion oft my steps 
Were turn'd, O Muses, and within your gate 
My offerings paid. Te taught me then with strains 
Of flowing harmony to soften war's aii 

Dire voice, or in fair colours, that might charm 
The public eye, to clothe the form austere 
Of civil counsel. Now ray feeble age 
Neglected, and supplanted of the hope 
On which it lean'd, yet sinks not, but to you, 
To your mild wisdom flies, refuge helov'd 
Of solitude and silence. Te can teach 
The visions of my bed whate'er the gods 
In the rude ages of the world inspir'd, seo 

Or the first heroes acted; ye can make 
The morning light more gladsorae to my sense 
Than ever it appear'd to active youth 
Pursuing careless pleasure ; ye can give 
To this long leisure, these unheeded hours, 
A labour aa sublime as when the sons 
Of Athens throng'd and speechless round me stood 
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To hear pronounc'd for all their future deeds 
The bounds of right and wrong. Celestial powers ! 
I feel that ye are near me : and behold w» 

To meet your enei^ diyine, I bring 
A high and saered theme ; not less than those 
Which to the eternal custody of Fame 
Xour lips intrusted, when of old ye deign'd 
With Orpheus or witb Homer to frequent 
The groves of HEeraus or the Chian shore. 

" Ye know, harmonious maids, (for what of all 
My various Kfe was e'er from you estrang'd?) 
Oft hath my solitary song to you 
Eeveal'd that duteous pride which turn'd my steps 
To willing exile ; earnest to withdraw sn 

From envy and the disappointed thirst 
Of lucre, lest the bold familiar strife, 
Which in the eye of Athens they upheld 
Against her legislator, should impair 
With trivial doubt the reverence of his laws. 
To Egypt, therefore, through the ^gean islee, 
My course I steer' d, and by the banks of Nile 
Dwelt in Canopus. Thence the hallow'd domes 
Of Sais, and tlie rites to Isis paid, sw 

I sought^ and im her temple's silent courls, 
Through many changing moons, attentive heard 
The venerable Sonchis, while his tongue 
At mom or midnight the deep story told 
Of her who represents whate'er has been, 
Or is, or shall be ; whose mysterious veil 
No mortal hand hath ever yet remov'd. 
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By him exiiorted, southward to the walls 

Of On I pasa'd, the city of the sun, 

The ever-youthful god. 'Twas there, amid t» 

His priests and sages, who the livelong night * 

Watch the dread movements of (he starry sphere, 

Or who in wondrous fables half disclose 

The secrets of the elemeots, 'twas there 

That great Psenopliis taught my raptur'd ears 

The feme of old Atlantis, of her chiefs, 

And her pure laws, the first which earth ohey'd. 

Deep in my bosom sunk the noble tale ; 

And often, while I listen'd, did my miad 

Foretell with what delight her own free lyre iw 

Should sometime for an Attic audience raise 

Anew that lofty scene, and from their tombs 

Call forth those ancient demigods to speak 

Of Justice and the hidden Providence 

That walks among mankind. But yet meantime 

The mystic pomp of Amnion's gloomy sons 

Became less pleasing. With contempt I gaz'd 

On that tame garb and those unvarying paths 

To which the double yoke of king and priest 

Had cramp'd the sullen race. At last, with hymns 

Invoking our own Pallas and the gods ki 

Of cheerful Greece, a glad farewell 1 gave 

To Egypt, and before the southern wind 

Spread my full soils. What climes I tlien surve/d, 

What fortunes I eneounter'd in the realm 

Of Crcesus or upon the Cyprian shore, 

The Muse, who prompts my bosom, doth not now 
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Consent that I reveal. But wLen at length 
Ten times the sun returning from the sooth 
Had strew'd with flowers the verdant earth,ancl fill'd 
The groves with music, pleas'd 1 then beheld «i 
The term of those long errors di-awing nigh. 
' Nor yet,' I said, ' will I sit down within 
The walls of Athens, till my feet have ti-od 
The Cretan soil, have pierc'd those reverend haunts 
Whence Law and Civil Concord issued, forth 
As from their ancient home, and still to Greece 
Their wisest, loftiest discipline proclaim.' 
Straight where Amnisus, mart of wealthy ships, 
Appears heneath fam'd Cnossua and her towers, 
Like the fair handmaid of a atatuly qneeo, «i 

I check'd my prow, and thence with eager steps 
The city of Minos enter'd. ye gods. 
Who taught the leaders of the simpler time 
By written words to curb the untoward will 
Of mortals, how within that generous i'de 
Have ye the triumphs of your power display'd 
Munificent! Those splendid merchants, lords 
Of traflc and the sea, with what delight 
1 saw them at their public meal, like sons *» 

Of the same household, join the plainer sort 
Whose wealth was only freedom ! whence to these 
Vile envy, and to those fantastic pride. 
Alike was strange ; but noble concord still 
Cherish'd the strength untam'd, the rustic faith. 
Of tlieir first fathers. Then the growing race. 
How pleasing to behold them in their schools, 
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Their sporfa, their labours, ever plac'd within, 

O ahade of Minos 1 thy controlling eye. 

Here was a docile hand in tuneful tones 46o 

Thy laws pronouncing, or with lofty hymns ' 

Praising the bounteous gods, or, to preserve 

Their country's heroes from oblivious night, 

Eesounding what the Muse inspir'd of old ; 

There, on the verge of manhood, others mel^ 

In heavy armour through the beats of noon 

To march, the rugged mountain's height to climb 

With measur'd swiftness, from the bard-bent bow 

To send resistless arrows to their mark, 

Or for the fame of prowess to contend, tra 

Now wrestling, now with flsts and staves oppos'd, 

Now with the biting falchion, and the fence 

Of brazen shields ; while still the warbling Bute 

Presided o'er the combat, breathing strains 

Grare, solemn, soft; and changing headlong spite 

To thoughtful resolution cool and clear. 

Such I beheld those islanders renown'd, 

So tutor'd from their birth fo meet in war 

Each bold invader, and in peace to guard 

That hving flame of reverence for their laws «i 

Which nor the storms of fortune, nor the flood 

Of foreign wealth diffus'd o'er all the land. 

Could quench or slacken. First of human names 

In every Cretan's heart was Minos stitl ; 

And holiest far, of what the sun surveys 

Thro' his whole course, were those primeval seats 

Which with religious footsteps he had taught 
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Their sires to approacli ; the wild Dietfean cave 

Where Jove was horn ; the ever-verdant meads 

Of Ida, and the spacious grotto, where 4*" 

His active youth he pass'd, and where his throne 

Tet stands mysterious ; whither Minoa came 

Each ninth returning year, the king of gods 

And mortals there in secret to consuU 

On justice, and the tables of his law 

To inscribe anew. Oft also with like zeal 

Great Khea's mansion from the Cnossian gates 

Men visit ; nor less oft the antique fane 

Built on that sacred spot, along the hanks 

Of shady Theron, where benignant Jove «» 

And his majestic consort join'd their hands 

And spoke their nuptial vows. Alas ! 'twas there 

That the dire fame of Athens sunk in bonds 

I first receiv'd ; what time an annual feast 

Had summon'd all the genial country round. 

By sacrifice and pomp to bring to mind 

That first great spousal; while the enamour'd youths 

And virgins, with the priest before tlie shrine. 

Observe the same pure ritual, and invoke 

The same glad omens. There, among the crowd 

Of strangers from those naval cities drawn sii 

Which deck, like gems, the island's northern shore, 

A merchant of ^gina I descried, 

Hy ancient host; but, forward as I sprung 

To meet him, he, with dark dejected brow, 

Stopp'd half averse ; and, ' O Athenian guest,' 

He said, ' art thou in Crete ; these joyful rites 
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Partaking? Know thy laws are blotted out: 

Thy country kneels hefore a tyrant's throne,' 

He added names of men, with hostile deeds «^ 

Disastrous ; which obscure and indistinct 

1 heard: for, wHle he apake, my heart grew cold 

And my eyes dim ; the altars aad their train 

No more were present to me : how I far'd. 

Or whither turn'd, I know not ; nor recall 

Aught of those moments other than the sense 

Of one who struggles in oppressive sleep, 

And, from the toils of some distressful dream 

To break away, with palpitating heart, 

Weak limbs, and temples hath'd in death-like dew, 

Makes many a painful effort. When at last m 

The sun and nature's face again appear'd, 

Not far I found me ; where the public path, 

Winding thro' cypress groves and swelling meads. 

From Cnossua to the cave of Jove ascends. 

Heedless I foUow'd on ; till soon the skirts 

Of Ida rose before me, and the vault 

Wide opening pierc'd the mountain's rocky aide. 

Entering within the threshold, on the ground 

I flung me, sad, faint, overworn with toil," *« 
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One effort more, one cJieerful sally more, 
Our deatiii'd course will finish ; and in peace 
Then, for an offering sa«red to the powers 
Who lent ua gracious guidance, we will then 
Inscribe a monument of deathless praise, 
my adventurous song ! With steady speed 
Long hast thou, on an untried voyage bound, 
Sail'd between earth and heaven: hast now aur- 

Stretch'd out beneath thee, all the mazy tracts 

Of Passion and Opinion ; like a waste i» 

Of sands and flowery lawns and tangling woods. 

Where mortals roam bewilder'd : and hast now 

Exulting soar'd among the worlds above, 

Or hover'd near the eternal gates of heaven. 

If haply the discourses of the gods, 

A curious, but an vinpresuniing guest, 

Thou might'st partake, and carry back some strain 

Of divine wisdom, lawful to repeat, 

And apt to be conceiv'd of man below, 

A different task remains : the secret paths aa 

Of early genius to explore ; to trace 

Those haunts where Fancy her predestin'd sons, 
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Like to the demigods of old, dotb nurse 

Remote from eyes profiine. Te happy souls 

Who now her tender discipline obey, 

Where dwell ye ? What wild river'a brink at eve 

Imprint your stops ? What solemn groves at noon 

Use ye to visit, oftea breaking forth 

In raptnre 'mid your dilatory walk, 

Or musing, as in slumber, on the green ? so 

— Would I again were with you ! — ye dales 

Of Tyne, aad ye most ancient woodlands ; where 

Oft as the giant flood oblic^uely strides. 

And his banks open, aad his lawns extend, 

Stops short the pleased traveller to view, 

Presiding o'er the scene, some rustic tower 

Founded by Norman or by Sason hands : 

ye Northumbrian shades, which overlook 
The rocky pavement and the mossy falls 

Of solitary Wensbeck's limpid stream ; « 

How gladly I recall your well-known seats 
Eelov'd of old, and that delightful time 
When all alone, for many a summer's day, 

1 wander'd through your calm recesses, led 
In silence by some powerful hand unseen ! 

Nor will I e'er forget you ; nor shall e'er 
The graver tasks of manhood, or Ike advice 
Of vulgar wisdom, move me to disclaim 
Those studies which possess'd me in the dawn 
Of life, and fix'd the colour of my mind » 

For every future year ; whence even now 
From sleep I rescue the clear hours of mom, 
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And, while the world around ]ies overwhelm'd 
In idle darkness, am alive to thoughts 
Of honourable fame, of truth divine 
Or moral, and of minda to virtue won 
By the sweet magic of harmonious verse ; 
The themes which now expect us. For thus far 
On general habits, and on arts which grow 
Spontaneous in the minds of all mankind, » 

Hath dwelt our argument; and how self-taught, 
Though seldom conscious of their own employ. 
In Nature's or in Fortune's changeful scene 
Men learn to judge of Beauty, and acquire 
Those forms set up, as idols in the soul 
For love and zealous praise. Tet indistinct, 
In vulgar bosoms, and unnotic'd, lie 
These pleasing stores, unless the casual force 
Of things external prompt the heedless mind 
To recognize her wealth. But some there are ro 
Conscious of Nature, and the rule which man 
O'er Nature holds : some who, within themselves 
Eetiring from the trivial scenes of chance 
And momentary passion, can at will 
Call up these fair exemplars of the mind ; 
Review their features ; scan the secret laws 
Which bind them to each other; and display 
By forms or sounds or colours, to the sense 
Of all the world their latent charms display : 
Even as m Nature's frame (if such a word, so 

If such a word, so bold, may from the lips 
Of man proceed), as in this outward frame 
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Of things, the great Artificer portrays 
His own immense idea. Various names 
These among mortals Ijear, as various signs 
They use, and by peculiar organs speak 
To human sense. There are who by the flight 
Of air through tubes with moving stops distinct, 
Or by extended chords in measure taught 
To vibrate, can assemble powerful sounds »» 

Expressing every temper of the mind 
From every cause, and charming all the soul 
With passion void of care. Others meantime 
The rugged mass of metal, wood, or stone, 
Patiently taming; or with easier hand 
Describing lines, and with more ample scope 
Uniting colours, — can to general sight 
Produce those permanent and perfect forms, 
Those characters of heroes and of gods, 
Which from the crude materials of the world, loo 
Their own high minds created. But the chief 
Are poets ; eloquent men, who dwell on earth 
To clothe whate'er the soul admires or loves 
With language and with numbers. Hence to these 
A field is open'd wide as Nature's sphere ; 
Nay, wider: various as the sudden acts 
Of human wit, and vast as the demands 
Of human will. The bard nor length nor depth, 
Nor place nor form controls. To eyes, to ears. 
To every organ of the copious mind, ito 

He offereth all its treasures. Him the hours. 
The seasons him obey ; and changeful Time 
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Sees him at will keep measure with his flight, 

\t will outstrip it. To enhance his toil, 

He Bummoneth from the uttermost extent 

Of things which God hath taught hira,evei'y form 

Auxiliar, every power; and all beside 

Excludes imperious. His prevailing hand 

Gives to coi-poreal essence life and sense. 

And every stalely ftinction of the soul. 120 

The soul itself to him obsequious lies, 

Like matter's passive heap; and as he wills 

To reason and affection he assigns 

Their just alliances, their just degrees: 

Whence his peculiar honours ; whence the race 

Of men who people his delightful world, 

Men genuine and acoording to themselves, 

Transcend as far the uncertain aoas of earth, 

As earth itself to his delightful world. 

The palm of spotless Beauty doth resign. iw 
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BOOK I. — ODE L 



Oh yonder verdant hillock laid, 
Where oaks and elms, a ii-iendlj' shade, 

O'erlook the falling stream, 
master of the Latin lyre, 
Awhile with thee will I retire 

From summer's noontide beam. 
IL 
And lo, within my lonely bower. 
The induatiioua bee from many a flower 

Collects her balmy dews ; 
" For me," she sings, "the geme are born, 
For me their silken robe adorn, 

Their fragant bieath diffuse." 



' may no rude storm 
This ho'fpilibk acpne defoim, 

Noi check thy glalsome toOs; 
Still may the budo unsullied spring, 
Still showers ind sunshine u>url thy wing 

To these ambrosnl spoih 



iiMP^h, Google 



Nor shall my Muse hereafter fail 
Her fellow-labourer thee to hail ; 

And lucky be the strains ! 
For long ago did Nature frame 
Tour Beaaona and your arts the same, 

Tour pleasures and your pains. 
V. 
Like thee, in lowly, sylvan scenes, 
On river banks and flowery greens. 

My Muse delighted plays; 
Nor through the desert of the air. 
Though swans or eagles triumph there, 

With fond ambition strays. 
VL 
Nor where the boding raven chauafa. 
Nor near the owl's uniiallow'd haunts. 

Will she her cares employ ; 
But flies from ruina and from tombs, 
From Superstition's horrid glooms, 

To daylight and to joy- 

vn. 

Nor will she tempt the barren waste ; 
Nor deigns the lurking strength to taste 

Of any noxious thing ; 
But leaves with scorn to Envy's use 
The insipid nightshade's baneful juice, 

The nettle's sordid sting. . 



iiMP^h, Google 



VUL 
From all whioli Nature fairest knows, 
The vernal blooms, the summer rose. 

She draws her blameless wealth ; 
And when the generous task is done, 
She consecrates a double boon 

To Pleasure and to Health. 



ON THE WINTISE SOLSTICE. ITIO. 
I. 

The radiant ruler of the year 
At length his wintiy goal attains ; 
Soon to reverse the long career. 
And northward bend his steady reins. 
Now, piercing half Potosi's height, 
Prone rush the fiery floods of light, 
Eripening the mountain's silver stores ; 
While, in some cavei-n's horrid shade, 
The panting Indian hides his head, 
And oft the approach of eve implores. 

n. 
But lo, on this deserted coast 
How pale the sun ! how thick the air i 
Mustering his storms, a sordid host, 
Lo, Winter desolates the year. 
The fields resign their latest bloom ; 
No more the breezes waft perfume, 
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No more the streams in music roll : 
But anows fall dark, or rains resound ; 
And, while great Nature mourns around, 
Her griefe infect the human soul. 

Hence the loud city's busy throngs 
Urge the warm bowl and splendid fire: 
Harmonious dances, festive aoags, 
Against the spiteful heaven conspire. 
Meantime, perhaps, with tender fears, 
Some village dnme the curfew hears, 
While round the hearth her children play: 
At mom their father went abroad ; 
The moon is sunk, and deep the roadj 
She sighs, and wonders at his stay. 

rv. 
But thou, my lyre, awake, arise. 
And hail the sun's returning force : 
Even now he climbs the northern skies, 
And health and hope attend his course. 
Then louder howl the aerial waste. 
Be earth with keener cold embrac'd, 
Tet gentle hours advance their wing ; 
And Fancy, mocking Winter's might, 
With flowers and dews and streaming light 
Already decks the new-bora spring. 

V. 
fountain of the golden day. 
Could mortal vows promote thy speed, 
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How soon before tliy vernal ray 
Should each «nkindly damp recede ! 
How soon each hovering tempest fly, 
Whoso stores for mischief arm the sky, 
Prompt on our heads to burst amaia, 
To rend the foi'est from the steep. 
Or, thundering o'er the Baltic deep. 
To whelm the merchant's hopes of gain ! 

TJ, 
But let not man's unequal views 
Presume o'er Nature and her laws; 
'Tis his with grateful joy to use 
The indulgence of the Sovereign Cause; 
Secure that health and beauty springs 
Through this majestic fi'ame of things, 
Beyond what he can reach tg know ; 
And that Heaven's aU-subduiag will, 
With good, the progeny of ill, 
Attempereth every state below. 

VII. 
How pleasing wears the wintry nigbt, 
Spent with the old iOustrious dead ! 
While, by the taper's trembling light, 
I seem those awful scenes to tread 
Where chiefs or legislators lie, 
Whose triumphs move before my eye 
In arms and antique pomp array'd ; 
While now I taste the Ionian song. 
Now bend to Plato's godlike tongue 
Eesounding through the olive shade. 
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But shoald some cheerful, equal friend 
Bid leave the studious page awhile, 
Let mirth on wisdom thea attend, 
And social ease on learned toiL 
Then while, at love's uncareful shrine, 
Each dictates to the god of wine 
Her name whom all his hopes ohey, 
What flattering dreams each bosom warm. 
While absence, heightening every charm, 
Invokes tbe slow-returning May ! 

IX. 
May, thou delight of heaven and earth, 
"Wlien will thy genial star arise? 
The auspicious morn, which gives thee birth, 
Shall bring Eudora to my eyes. 
Within her sylvan haunt behold, 
As in the happy garden old. 
She moves like that primeval fair ; 
Thither, ye silver-sounding lyres, 
Ye tender smiles, ye chaste desii-es. 
Pond hope and mutual faith, repair. 

X. 
And if believing love can read 
His better omens in her eye, 
Then shall my fears, charming maid. 
And every pain of absence die : 
Then shall my jocund harp, attun'd 
To thy true ear, with sweeter sound 
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Pursue the free Horatian song ; 
Old Tyne shaO listen to my tale, 
And Echo, down the bordering vale, 
The liquid melody prolong. 



Now to the utmost southern goal 
The sun iias Irac d hii annual way, 
And backward now prep ires to roll, 
And bless the noith with earlier day. 
Prone on Pofoai s lofty brow 
Floods of sublimer splenloui flow, 
Ripening the latent seeds of gold ; 
Whilst, panting in the lonely shade, 
Th' afflicted Indian hides his head, 
- Nor dares the blaze of noon behold. 

But lo ! on this deserted coast 
How feint the light, how chill the air ! 
Lo ! arm'd with whirlwind, hail, and frost, 
Fierce Winter desolates the year, 
The ^''''ds resign their cheerful bloom, 
Wo more the breezes breathe perfume, 
No more the warbling waters roll ; 
8 of snow fatigue the eye, 
e tempests bloat the sky, 
And gloomy damps oppress the souL 
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But let my drooping genius rise, 
Ajid hail the sun's remotest ray : 
Now, now he climbs the northern skiee, 
To-morrow nearer than to-day. 
Then louder howl the stormy waste, 
Be land and ocean worse defac'd, 
Tet brighter hours are on the wing, 
And Fancy, through the wintry gloom, 
Kadiant with dews, and flowers in bloom, 
Ah^ady hails th' emerging spring. 

fountain of the golden day ! 
Could mortal vows bat urge thy speed, 
How soon before thy vernal ray 
Should ea«h unkindly damp recede ! 
How soon each tempest hovering fly, 
That now fermenting loads the sky. 
Prompt on our heads to bui-st amain, 
To rend the forest from the steep. 
And, thundering o'er the Baltic deep. 
To whelm the merchant's hopes of gain 1 

But let not man's imperfect views 
Presume to tas wise Nature's laws : 
"Tis his with silent joy to use 
Th' indulgence of the Sovereign Cause ; 
Secure that from the whole of things 
Beauty and good consummate aprings, 
Beyond what he can reach to know, 
And that the providence of Heaven 
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Has some peculiar bleaaing given 
To each allotted state below. 

Even now how sweet the wintry night 
Spent with tlie old illustrious dead! 
While, by the taper's trembling light, 
I seem those awful courts to tread, 
Where chiefs and legislators lie, 
Whose triumphs move before my eye. 
With every laurel fresh display'd; 
While oharra'd I rove in classic song, 
Or bend to freedom's fearless tongue, 
Or walk the academic shade. 



1. 

Indeed, my PhEedria, if to find 
That wealth can female wishes gain, 
Had e'er diaturb'd jour thoughtful mind, 
Or caus'd one serious moment's pain, 
I should have said that all the rules 
You learn'd of moralists and schools 
Were very useless, very vain. 

n. 
Yet I perhaps mistake the case — 
Say, though with this heroic air, 
Like one that holds a nobler chase, 
You try the tender Joss to bear, 
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Does not your heart renounce your fflngue 
Seems not my censure strangely wrong 
To count it such a slight affair ? 

m. 

When Hesper gilds the shaded sky, 
Oft as you seek the well-known grove, 
Methmks I see yoa cast your eye 
Back to the morning scenes of love : 
Each pleasing worcl you heard her say, 
Her gentle look, her graceful way, 
Again your struggling fancy move. 

IV. 
Then tell me, is your soul entire? 
Does Wisdom calmly hold her throne ? 
Then can you question each desire, 
Bid this remain, and that he gone? 
No tear half-starting from your eye ? 
No kindling blush you know not why? 
No eteaiing sigh, nor stifled groan? 

Away with this unmanly mood ! 
See where the hoary churl appears, 
Whose hand hath seiz'd the favourite goo 
Wliich you reserv'd for happier years ; 
While, side by side, the blushing maid 
Shrhiks from his visage, half afraid. 
Spite of the sickly joy she weai's. 

VL 
Te guardian powers of love and fame, 
This chaste, harmonious pair behold ; 
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And thus reward the gen 

Of all who barter vows for gold. 

bloom of youth I tender charms 

Well-buried in a dotard'a arms ! 

equal price of beauty sold! 

VIL 
Cease theu to gaze witb looks of love ; 
Bid ber adieu, tbe venal fair : 
Unworthy she your bliss to prove ; 
Then wherefore should she prove your care ? 
No : lay your myrtle garland down ; 
And let awhile the willow's crown 
With lackier omens bind your hair. 

vm. 
O just escap'd the faithless main, 
Though driven unwilling on the land. 
To guide your favour'd steps again, 
Behold your better Genius stand : 
Where Truth revolves her page divine, 
Where Virtue leads to Honour's shrine. 
Behold, he lifts his awful hand. 

IX 
Fix but on these your ruling aim, 
And Time, the sire of manly care, 
Will fancy's dazzling colours tame ; 
A soberer dress will beauty wear: 
Then shall esteem, by knowledge led, 
Inthrone within your heart and head 
Some happier love, some truer fair. 
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ODE IV. 

FFECTED INDIPEBEKNCE. TO THE SAME. 



Yes : yon contemn the perjur'd maid 
"Wlio all your favourite hopes hetray'd ; 
Nor, though her heart should home return, 
Her tuneful tongue its falsehood mourn, 
Her winning eyes your faith implore, 
Would you her hand receive again, 
Or once dissemble your disdain. 
Or listen to the siren's tlieme. 
Or stoop to love ; since now esteem. 
And confidence, and friendship, is no more. 



Tet teU me, Phsedria, tell me why, 
When siimmoiiing your pi-ide you try 
To meet her looks with cool neglect, 
Or cross her walk with slight respect, 
(For so is falsehood best repaid) 
Whence do your cheeks indignaat glow? 
Why is your struggling tongue so slow ? 
What means that dai-kness on your brow ? 
As if with eJI her broken vow 
You meant the fair apostate to upbraid ? 
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r. 

Oh fly! 'tis dire Suspicion's mien; 
And, meditating plagues unseen, 

The sorceress hither bends : 
Behold her touch in gall imhrued ; 
Behold — hep garment drops with blood 

Of lowers and of friends, 
n. 
FI7 far ! Already in your eyes 
I see a pale suffusion rise ; 

And soon through every vein, 
Soon will her secret venom spread, 
And all your heart and all your head 

Imbibe the potent stain, 
m. 
Then many a demon will she raise 
To vex your sleep, to haunt your ways; 

While gleams of lost dehght 
Raise the dark tempeat of the brain, 
As lightning shines across the main 

Through whirlwinds and through night. 
IV. 
No more can faith or candour move ; 
But each ingenuous deed of love, 

Which reason would applaud, 
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Now, smiling o'er ber dark distress, 
Fancy malignant strives to dress 

Like injury aad fraud. 
V. 
Farewell to virtue's peaceful times : 
Soon will you stoop to act the crimes 

Which thus you stoop to fear : 
Guilt follows guiit ; and where lie train 
Begins with wrongs of such a stain, 

What horrors form the rear ! 
VL 
'Tis thus to work her baleful power, 
Suspicion waits the sullen hour 

Of fretfulness and strife, 
When care the infirmer bosom wrings, 
Or Eurus waves bis murky wings 

To damp the seats of life. 

VII. 

But come, forsake the scene unbless'd 
Which first beheld your faithful breast 

To groundless fears a prey ; 
Come, where with my prevailing lyre 
The skies, the streams, the groves conspir 

To charm your doubts away. 
VIII. 
Thron'd in the sun's descending ear, 
What power unseen diffuseth far 

This tenderness of mind? 
What Genius smiles on yonder flood ? 
What God, in whispers from the wood. 

Bids every thought be kind? 
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thou, whate'er thy nwful name, 
Whose wisdom our untoward frame 

With, social love restrains j 
Thou, who by fair afFectioa's tiea 
Giv'st us to double all our joys, 

And half disarm our pains ; 
X. 
.' If far from Dysou and, from me 
Suspicion took, by tty deoree. 

Her everlasting flight; 
K firm on virtue's ample base 
Thy parent baud has deign'd to raise 

Our friendship's honour'd height ; 
SI. 
Let universal candour still. 
Clear as yon heaven-reflecting rill. 

Preserve my open mind; 
Nor this nor that man's crooked ways 
One sordid doubt within mo raise 

To injure human kind. 



ODE VI. 

HTMN TO ( 

How thick the shades of evening close ! 
How pale the sky with weight of snows ! 

1 This stanza was fonnd in a copy preaanted by Alcenside. 
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Haste, light the tapers, urge t!ie fire, 
And bid the joyless day retire. 

Alas 1 in vain I try within 

To brighten the dejected scene, 
WhOe roua'd by grief these fiery pains 
Tear the frail texture of my veins ; 
While Winter's voice, that storms around, 
And yon deep deaUi-bell's groaning sound 
Eenew my mind's oppressive gloom. 
Till starting HoiTor shalies the room. 

Is there in nature no kind power 
To soothe affliction's lonely hour ? 
To blunt the edge of dire disease. 
And teach these wintry shades to please ? 
Come, Cheerfubess, triiunphant fair, 
Shine through the hovering cloud of care : 
sweet of language, mild of mien, 
Virtue's ftiend and Pleasure's queen. 
Assuage the flames that bum my breast, 
Compose my jarring thoughts to rest; 
And while thy gracious gifts I feel. 
My song shall ail thy praise reveal. 

As once ('twas in Astrtea's reign) 
The vernal powers renew' d their train. 
It happen'd that immortal Love 
Was ranging through the spheres above. 
And downward hither cast his eye 
The year's returning pomp to spy. 
He saw the radiant god of day 
Waft in his car the rosy May ; 
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The fragrant Airs and genial Hours 
Were shedding round liim dews and flowers j 
Before his wheels Aurora paaa'd, 
And Hesper's golden lamp was last. 
But, fairest of the blooming throng, 
When Health majestic mov'd along, 
Delighted to survey below 
The joys which from her presence flow, 
While earth enliven'd hears her voice. 
And swains and flocks and fields rejoice; 
Then mighty Love her charms confess'd. 
And soon his vows inelin'd her breasr. 
And, known from that auspicious mom. 
The pleasing Cheerfulness was boro. 

Thow, Cheerfulness, hy heaven design'd 
To sway the movements of the mind, 
Whatever iretful passion springs, 
Whatever wayward fortune brings 
To disarrange the power within, 
And strain the musical machine ; 
Thou Goddess, thy attempering hand 
Doth each discordant string command, 
Eefines the soft, and swells the strong ; 
And, joining Nature's general song, 
Through many a varying tone unfolds 
The harmony of human souls. 

Fair guardian of domestic life, 
Kind banisher of homebred strife. 
Nor euUen lip nor taunting eye 

3 the scene where thou art by : 
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No sickening husband damns the hour 
Which bound his joys to female power ; 
No pining mother weeps the cafes 
Which parents waste on thankless heirs : 
The officious daughters pleas'd attend; 
The brother adds the name of friend : 
By thee with flowers their board is crown'd, 
With songs from thee their walks resound ; 
And mom with welcome lustre shines, 
And evening uuperceiy'd declines. 

Is there a youth, whose anxious heart 
Labours with love's unpitied smart ? 
Though now he stray by rills and bowers, 
And weeping waste the lonely hours. 
Or if the nymph her audience deign, 
Debase the story of his pain 
With slavish looks, diseolour'd eyes, 
And accents faltering into sighs ; 
Tet thou, auspicious power, with ease 
Canst yield him happier arts to please. 
Inform his mien with manlier charms, 
Instruct his tongue with nobler arms, 
With more commanding passion move. 
And teach the dignity of love. 

Friend to the Muse and all her train, 
For thee I court the Muse again ; 
The Muse for thee may well exert 
Her pomp, her charms, her fondest art, 
Who owes to thee that pleasing sway 
Which earth and peopled heaven obey. 
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Let Melancholy's plaintive tongue 
Itepeat what later bards have sung ; 
But thine was Homer's ancient might, 
And thine victorious Pindar's flight ; 
Thy hand each Lesbian wreath attir'd; 
Thy hp Sicilian reeds inspir'd : 
Thy spirit lent the glad perfume 
Whence yet the flowers of Teos bloom ; 
Whence yet from Tibur's Sabine vale 
Delicious blows the enlivening gale, 
While Horace calls thy sportive choir, 
Heroes and nymphs, around his lyre. 
But see where yonder pensive sage 
(A prey perhaps to fortune's rage, 
Perhaps by tender griefs oppress'd, 
Or glooms congenial to his breast) 
Retires in desert scenes to dwell. 
And bids the joyless world farewell. 
Alone he treads the autumnal shade, 
Alone beneath the mountain laid 
He sees the nightly damps ascend. 
And gathering storms aloft impend ; 
He hears the neighbouring surges roll, 
And raging thunders shake the pole : 
Then, struck by every object round, 
And sfunn'd by every horrid sound, 
He asks a clue for Nature's ways ; 
But evil haunts him through the maze : 
He sees ten thousand demons rise 
To wield the empire of the skies, 
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And Chance and Fate assume the rod, 
And Malice blot the throne of God. 
— O ttou, whose pleasing power I sing, 
Tty lenient influence hither bring ; 
Compose the storm, dispel the gloom, 
Till Nature wear her wonted bloom, 
Til! fields and shades their sweets exhale, 
And music swell each opening gale : 
Then o'er Ms breast thy softness pour, 
And let him learn the timely hour 
To trace the world's benignant laws. 
And judge of that presiding cause 
Who founds on discord beauty's reign, 
Converts to pleasure every pain, 
Subdues each hostile form to rest, 
And bids the universe be bless'd. 

thou, whose pleasing power I sing, 
If right I touch the votive string. 
If equaJ praise I yield thy name, 
Still govera thou thy poet'a flame ; 
Still with the Muse my bosom share, 
And soothe to peace intruding care. 
But most exert thy pleasing power 
On friendship's consecrated hour; 
And while my Sophron points the road 
To godlike wisdom's calm abode. 
Or warm in freedom's ancient cause 
Traceth the source of Albion's laws, 
Add thou o'er all the generous toil 
The light of thy unclouded smile. 
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But if, by fortune's stubborn sway 

From him and friendship torn away, 

I court the Muse's healing spell 

For griefs that still with absence dwell, 

Do tliou conduct my fancy's dreams 

To such indulgent placid themes, 

As just the struggling breast may cheer. 

And just suspend the starting tear, 

Yet leave that sacred sense of woe 

Which none but friends and lovers know. 



ODE VII. 

ON THE USE 



Not for themselves did human kind 
Contrive the parts by Heaven assign'd 

On life's wide scene to play : 
Not Sdpio's force nor Ceesar's skill 
Can conquer Glory's arduous hill, 

If Fortune close the way. 

II. 
Yet still the self-depending soul, 
Though last and least in Fortune's roll, 

His proper sphere commands ; 
And knows what Nature's seal bestow'd, 
And sees, before the throne of Gtod, 

The rank in which he atsspds. 
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m. 

Who train'd by laws the future age, 
Who rescu'd nations from tlie rage 

Of partial, factious power. 
My heart with distant homage Tiewa ; 
Content if thou, celestial Muse, 

Didst rule my natal hour. 

JV. 
Not far beneath the hero's feet, 
Kor from the legislator's seat 

Stands far remote the bard. 
Though not with public terrors erown'cl. 
Yet wider shall his rule he found, 

More lasting his award. 
V. 
Lycui^s fashion'd Sparta's lame, 
And Pompey to the Eoman name 

Gave universal sway : 
Where are they? — Homer's reverend page 
Holds empire to the thirtieth age, 

And tongues and climes obey. 

VI. 
And thus when William's acts divine 
No longer shall from Bourbon's line 

Draw one vindictive vow ; 
When Sidney shall with Cato rest, 
And Bussel move the patriot's breast 

No more than Brutus now ; 
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vn. 
Yet then shall SJiakespeare's powerful at 
O'er every passion, every heavf. 

Confirm his awful throne : 
Tyrants aliall bow before his laws ; 
And Freedom's, Glory's, Virtue's cause, 

Their dread assertor own. 



ODE VIII. 

i HOLLAND. 



Fakewrll to Leyden's lonely bound, 
The Belgian Muse's sober seat ; 
"Where dealing frugal gifts around 
To all the favourites at her feet, 
She trains the body's bulky frame 
For passive, persevering toils ; 
And lest, from any prouder aim, 
The daring mind should scorn her homely spoils, 
5he breathes maternal fogs to damp ifa restless 



Farewell the grave, pacific air, 
Where never mountain zephyr blew: 
The marshy levels lank and bare, 
Which Pan, which Ceres never kaew ; 
The Naiads, with obscene atlirc, 
Urging in vain their urns to flow ; 
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While round item ctaunt the croaiing ehoii", 
And haply sootte some lover's prudent woe, 
Or prompt some restive barf and modulate his lyre. 
I. 8. 
Farewell, ye aymphs, whom sober care of gain 
Snatch'd in your eradles from the god of Love : 
She render'd all his boasted arrows vain ; 
And all his gifts did he in spite remove. 
Te too, the slow-ey'd fathers of the land, 
With whom dominion steals from hand to hand, 
Unown'd, undignified by public choice, 
I go where Liberty to all is known, 
And tells a monarch on his throne, 
He reigns not but by her preserving voice, 
n. 1. 
O my lov'd England, when with tbee 
Shall I sit down, to part no more? 
Far from this pale, discolour'd sea, 
That sleeps upon the reedy shore : 
When shall I plough thy azure tide ? 
When on thy hills the flocks admire, 
Like mountain snows ; till down their side 
I traee the village and the sacred spire, 
While bowers and copses green the golden slope 
divide ? 

H. 2. 
Ye nymphs who guard the pathless grove, 
Te blue-ey'd sisters of the streams. 
With whom I wont at mom to rove. 
With whom at noon I talk'd in dreams; 
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I take me fo your haunts again, 
The rocky spring, the greenwood glade; 
To guide my lonely footsteps deign, 
To prompt ray slumbers in the murmuring shade, 
And soothe my vacant ear with many an airy strain. 
a. 3. 
And thou, my faithful harp, no longer mourn 
Thy drooping master's inauspicious hand : 
Now brighter skies and fresher gales return. 
Now fairer maids thy melody demand. 
Daughters of Albion, listen to my lyre! 
Phcobus, guardian of the Aonian ciiou-. 
Why sounds not mine harmonious as thy osyn, 
When all the virgin deities above 
With Venus and with Juno move 
In concert round the Olympian father's throne ? 
ni. 1. 
Thee too, protectress of my lays, 
Elate with whose m^estic call 
Above degenei-ate Latium's praise, 
Above the slavish boast of Gaul, 
I dare from impious thrones reclaim. 
And wanton sloth's ignoble charms, 
The honours of a poet's name 
To Somers' counsels, or to Htfmpden's arms. 
Thee, Freedom, I rejoin, and bless thy genuine 

m. 3. 
Great citizen of Albion. Thee 
Heroic Valor still attends, 
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And useful Science pleas'd to see 
How Art lier studious toil extends : 
While Truth, diffusing from on high 
A lustre unconfin'd as day, 
Fills and commands tlie puhlic eye ; 
Till, pierc'd and sinking by her powerful ray. 
Tame Faith and monkish Awe, like nightly demons, 

fly. 

m. 3. 
Hence the whole land the patriot's ardour shares ; 
Hence dread Religion dwells with social Joy ; 
And holy passions and unsullied cares, 
In youth, in age, domestic life employ. 
fair Britannia, hail ! — With partial love 
The tribes of men their native seats approve. 
Unjust and hostile to each foreign fame ; 
But when for generous minds and manly laws 

A nation holds her prime applause. 
There public zeal shall all reproof disclaim. 



ODE IS. 

TO CTIBIO. 1744. 

Thkice iiath the Spring beheld thy faded fame 
Since I exulting grasp'd the tuneful shell: 
Eager through endless years to sound thy name. 
Proud that my memory with thine should dwell 
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How hast tJiou stain'd tlie splendour of my 

choice ! 
Those godlike forms which hover'd round thy 

Laws, freedom, glory, whither are they flown? 
What can I now of thee to Time report, 
Save thy fond country made ihj impious sport, 
Her fortune and her hope the victims of thy own ? 

There are with eyes unmov'd and reckless heart 
Who saw thee from thy summit fall thus low, 
Who decm'd thy arm extended but to dart 
The public vengeance on thy private foe. 
But, spite of every gloss of envious minds. 
The owl-ey'd race whom virtue's lustre blinds, 
Wiio sagely prove that each man hath his price, 
I still beUev'd thy aim from blemish Iree, 
I yet, even yet, believe it, spite of thee 
And all thy painted pleas to greatness and to vice. 

"Thou didst not dream of liberty decay'd. 
Nor wish to make her guardian laws more strong ; 
But the rash many, first by thee misled. 
Bore thee at length unwillingly along. " 
Rise from your sad abodes, ye curst of old 
For faith deserted or for cities sold, 
Own here one untried, unexampled deed ; 
One mystery of shame from Curio learn. 
To beg the infamy he did not earn, [meed. 

And scape in Guilt's disguise from Virtue's offeHd 
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For saw we not that da.iigerous power avow'd 
Whom Freedom oft Lath found her mortal bane, 
Whom public Wisdom ever strove to exclude, 
And but with blushes suffereth in her train ? 
CorraptioQ vaunted her bewitching spoils, 
O'er court, o'er senate, spread in pomp her toils. 
And call'd herself the state's directing soul ; 
Till Curio, like a good magician, tried, 
With Eloquence and Reason at his aide, 
By strength of holier spells the inchantress to con- 
trol. 

Soon with thy country's hope thy fame extends ; ■ 
The rescued merchant oft thy words resounds ; 
Thee and thy cause the rural hearth defends ; 
His bowl to thee the grateful sailor crowns ; 
The learn'd recluse, with awful zeal who read 
Of Grecian heroes, Roman patriots dead, 
Mow with like awe doth living merit scan , 
While he, whom virtue in his blest retreat 
Bade social ease and public passions meet. 
Ascends the civil scene, and knows to be a man. 

At length in view the glorious end appear'd ; 
We saw the spirit through the senate reign ; 
And Freedom's friends Ihy instant omen heard 
Of laws for which their fathers bled in vain. 
Wak'd in the strife, the public Genius rose 
More keen, more ardent from his long repose ; 
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Deep ttrougli her bounds the city felt his call ; 
Each crowded haunt was atirr'd beneath his 

And murmuring challeng'd the deciding hour 
Of that too vast event, the hope and dread of all. 

ye good powers who look on human kind, 
Instruct the mighty moments as they roll ; 
And watch the fleeting shapes in Curio's mind, 
And steer his passions steady to the goal. 
O Alfred, father of the English name, 
valiant Edward, first in civil fame, 
William, height of public virtue pure. 
Bend from your radiant seats a joyful eye, 
Behold the sura of all your labours nigh, [cure. 
Tour plans of law complete, your ends of rule se- 

'Twas then — shame ! soul from faitli 

estrang'd ! 
O Albion oft to flattering vows a prey ! 
'Twas then — Thy thought what sudden frenzy 

chang'd ? 
What rushing palsy took thy strength away ? 
Is this the man in Freedom's cause approv'd ? 
The man so great, so honour'd, so belov'd ? 
Whom the dead envied and the living bless'd ? 
This patient slave by tinsel bonds allur'd ? 
This wretched suitor for a boon abjur'd? 
Whom those that fear'd him, scorn ; that trusted 

him, detest ? 
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O lost alike to action and repose I 
With all that habit of familiar fame, 
Sold to the mockery of relentless foes, 
And doora'd to exhaust the dregs of life in shajne, 
To act with burning brow and throbbing heart 
A poor deserter's dull exploded part, 
To slight the favour thou canst hope no more, 
Renounce the giiJdy crowd, the vulgar wind, 
Charge thy own lightness on thy country's mind, 
And from her voice appeal to each tame foreign 

X. 

But England's sons, to purchase thence applause, 
Shall ne'er the loyalty of slaves pretend. 
By courtly passions try the puhlic cause, 
Nor to the forms of rule betray the end. 
race erect! by manliest passions mov'd. 
The labours which to Virtue stwid approv'd. 
Prompt with a lover's fondness to survey ; 
Tet, where Injustice works her wilful claim, 
Fierce as tlie flight of Jove's destroying flame, 
Impatient to confront, and dreadful lo repay. 

XI. 

These thy heart owns no longer. In their room 
See the grave queen of pageants. Honour, dwell 
Couch'd in thy bosom's deep tempestuous gloom 
Like some grim idol in a sorcerer's cell. 
Before her rites thy sickening reason flew, 
Divine Persuasion from thy tongue withdrew. 
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While Laughter mock'd, or Pitj stole a sigh ; 

Can Wit her tender movementa rightly frame 

Where the prime function of the soul is lame ? 

Can Fancy's feeble springs the force of Truth 



But come ; 'tia time : strong Destiny impends 
To shut thee from the joys thou hast betray'd ; 
With princes fill'd, the solemn fane ascends, 
By Infamy, the mindful demon swaj'd. 
There vengeful vows for guardian laws effac'd, 
From nations fetter'd, and from towns laid waste, 
For ever through the spacious courts resound : 
There long posterity's united groan 
And the sad charge of horrors not their own. 
Assail the giant chiefs, and press them to the 
ground. 

XIII. 

In sight old Time, imperious judge, awaits : 
Above revenge, or fear, or pity, just, 
He urgeth onward to those guilty gUes 
The Great, the Sage, the Happy, and August. 
And still he asks them of the hidden plan 
Whence every treaty, every war began. 
Evolves their secrets and their guilt proclaims ; 
And still his hands despoil them on the load 
Of eaeh vain wreath by lying bards bestow d, 
And crush their trophies huge, and raze their sculp- 
tur'd names, 
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Ye mighty shades, arise, give place, attend ; 

Here liis eternal mansion Curio seeks ; 

— Low doth proud ffentworth to the sti'anger 

bend, 
And hia dire welcome hardy Clifford speaks : 
" He comes, whom fate with surer arts prepar'd 
To accomplish all which we but vainly dar'd ; 
Whom o'er the stubborn herd she taught to reign : 
Who sooth'd with gaudy dreams their raging 

power 
Even to its last irrevocable hour ; 
Then baffled their rude strength, and broke them 

to the chain." 

But ye, whom yet wise Liberty inspires, 
Whom for her champions o'er the world she 

claims, 
(That household godhead whom of old your sires 
Sought in the woods of Elbe and bore fo Thames) 
Drive ye this hostile omen far away ; 
Their own fell efforts on her foes repay ; 
Tour wealth, your arts, your fame, be hers alone : 
Still gird your swords to combat on her side; 
Still frame your laws her generous test to abide. 
And win fo her defence the altar and the throne. 



Protect her from yourselves, ere yet the flood 
Of golden Luxury, which Commerce pours, 
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BOOK I. 307 

Hath spread that selfish fierceness through your 

Wliich not her lightest discipline endures ; 
Snatch from fantastic demagogues her cause ; 
Dream not of Numa's manners, Plato's laws : 
A wiser founder, and a nobler plan, . 
sons of Alfred, were for you assign'd : 
Bring to that birthright but an equal mind, 
And no sublimer lot will fate reserve for man. 



QtiBEN of my songs, harmonious maid, 
Ah why hast thou withdrawn thy aid ? 
Ah why forsaken thus my breast 
With inauspicious damps oppresa'd ? 
Where is the dread prophetic heat, 
With which my bosom wont to beat? 
Where all the bright mysterious dreams 
Of haunted groves and tuneful streams, 
That woo'd my genius to divinest themes? 

Say, goddess, can the festal board, 
Or young Olympia's form ador'd; 
Say, can the pomp of promis'd fame 
e thy faint, thy dying flarce ? 
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Or have melodious airs the power 
To give one free, poetic hour? 
Or, from amid the Blysian train, 
The soul of Milton shall I gain, 
To win thee back with some celestial strain ? 



powerful strain! O sacred soul! 
His numbers every sense control; 
And now again my hosom burns ; 
The Muse, the Muse herself, returns. 
Such on the banks of Tyne, oonfess'd, 

1 hail'd the fair immortal guesl^ 
When first she seal'd me for her own, 
Made all her blissful treasures known. 

And bade me swear to follow Her alone. 



ODE XI. 

ON I.OVE, TO A FKIEND. 

No, foolish youth- — -to virtuous fame 
If now thy early hopes be vow'd, 
If true ambition's nobler flame 
Command thy footsteps from the crowd, 
Lean not to Love's enchanting snare; 
His songs, hia words, his looks beware. 
Nor join his votaries, the young and fair. 
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Ey thought, by dangBrs, and by toils, 
The wreath of just renown is worn ; 
MoF will ambition's awful spoils 
The flowery pomp of ease adorn : 
But Love unbends the force of thought ; 
By Love unmanly fears are tauglit; 

And Love's reward with gaudy sloth is bought. 
III. 
Yet thou hast read in tuneful lays, 
And heard from many a zealous breast, 
The pleasing tale of heauty's praise 
In wisdom's lofty language diesa'd ; 
Of beauty powerful to impart 
Ea«h finer sense, each comelier art, 

And soothe and polish man's ungentle heart. 

If then, from Love'a deceit secure, 
Thus far alone thy wishes tend. 
Go ; see the white-wing'd evening hour 
On Delia's vernal walk descend ; 
Go, while the golden light serene, 
The grove, the lawn, the soften'd scene 
e of the rural queen. 



Attend, while that harmonious tongue 
Each bosom, each desire commands : 
Apollo's lute by Hermes strung. 
And touch'd by chaste Minerva's hands, 



iiMP^h, Google 



Attencl. I feel a force divine, 
O Delia, win my thoughts to thine 5 
That haJf the colour of thy life is mine 



s of the dangerous charm, 
Soon would I turn my steps away! 
Nor oft proyoke the lovely harm, 
Nor lull my reason's watchful sway. 
But thou, my friend — I hear thy sighs: 
Alas, I read thy downcast eyes ; 
And thy tongue falters, and thy colour flies. 

So soon again to meet the fair ? 
So pensive all this absent hour? 
— O yet, unlacky youth, beware. 
While yet to think is in thy power. 
In vain with friendship's flattering name 
Thy passion veila its inward shame ; 
Friendship, the treacherous fuel of thy flame 

Once, I remember, new to Love, 
And dreading his tyrannic chain, 
I sought a gentle maid to prove 
What peaceful joys in friendship reign : 
Whence we forsooth might safely stand, 
And pitying view the lovesick band. 
And mock the winged boy's malicious hand. 

IX. 

Thus frequent pass'd the cloudless day, 
To smiles and sweet discourse resign'd ; 
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While I exulted to survey 
One generous woman's real mind : 
Till friendship soon my languid breast 
Each night with unknown cares possess'd, 
Dash'd my eoy slumbers, or my dreams distress'^. 

Fool that I was — And now, even now 
"While thus I preach the Stoic strain, 
Unless I shun Olympia's view, 
An hour unsays it aU again. 
friend 1— -when Love directs her eyes 
To pierce where every passion lies, 
Where is the firm, the cautious, or the wise? 



Behold ; the Balance in the sky 
Swift on the wintry scale inclines : 
To earthy caves the Dryads fly. 
And the bare pastures Pan resigns. 
Late did the farmer's fork o'erspread 
With recent soil the twice-mown mead. 
Tainting the bloom which Autumn knows ! 
He whets the rusty coulter now, 
He binds his oxen to the plough, 
And wide his future harvest throws. 
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Now, London's busy confines round, 
By Kensington's imperial towers, 
From Highgate's rough descent profound, 
Essexian heaths, or Kentish bowers. 
Where'er I pass, I see approach 
Some rural statesman's eager coa«h 
Hurried by senatorial cares : 
While rural nymphs (alike, within, 
Aspiring courtly praise to win) 
Debate their dress, reform their airs. 

in. 
Say, what can now the country boast, 

Drake, tby footsteps to detain. 
When peevish winds and gloomy frost 
The sunshine of the temper stain ? 
Say, are the priests of Devon grown 
Friends to this tolerating throne, 
Champions for George's legal right? 
Have general freedom, equal law. 
Won to the glory of Nassau 

Each bold Wessexian squire and knight? 

IT. 

1 doubt it much ; and guess at least 
That when the day, which made us free, 
Shall next return, that sacred feast 
Thou better may'st observe with me. 
With me the sulphurous treason old 

A far inferior part shall hold 
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In that glad day's triumphal strain ; 
And generous TViOiam be rever'd, 
Nor one untimely accent heard 
Of James or his ignoble reign. 

Then, while the Gascon's fragrant wine 
With modest cups our joy supplies, 
We'll truly thank lie power divine 
Who hade the chief, the patriot rise; 
Rise from heroic ease (the spoil 
Due, for his youth's Herculean toil, 
From Belgium to her saviour son). 
Rise with the same unconquer'd zeal 
For our Britannia's injui-ed weal, 
Her laws defac'd, her shrines o'erthrown. 

He came. The tyrant from our shore, 

Like a forbidden demon, fled ; 

And to eternal exile bore 

Pontifie rage and vassal dread. 

There sunk the mouldering Gothic reign : 

New years came forth, a liberal train, 

Call'd by the people's great decree. 

That day, my friend, let blessings crown ; 

— Fill, to the demigod's renown 

From whom thou hast that thou art free. 

Then, Drake, (for wherefore should we part 
The public and the private weal ?) 
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In vowa to lier who sways thy heart, 
Fair health, ghid fortune, will we deal. 
Whether Aglaia's blooming cheek, 
Or the soft omamenta that speak 
So eloquent m Daphne's smile, 
Whether the piercing lights that fly 
From the dark heaven of Myrto's eye, 
Haply thy fancy then beguile. 

For so it is : — thy stubborn breast, 
Though touch'd by many a slighter wound, 
Hath no full conquest yet confess'd, 
Nor the one fatal charmer found. 
While I, a true and loyal swain. 
My fair Olympia's gentle reign 
Through all the varying seasons own. 
Her genius still my bosom warms : 
No other maid for me hath charms, 
Or I have eyes for her alone. 



ODE xni. 

ON LTRIC POETBT, 
L 1. 
Once more I join the Thespian choir, 

And taste the inspiring fount again : 
O parent of the Grecian lyre, 
Admit me to thy powerful strain — 
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And lo, with ease my step invades 
The pathless vale and opening shades, 
Till now I spy her verdant seat ; 
And now at large I drink the sound, 
While these her offspring, listening round, 
By turns iier melody repeat. 

I. 2. 

I see Anacreon smile and sing, 

His silver tresses breathe perfiime ; 

His cheek displays a second spring 

Of rosea taught by wine to bloom. 

Away, deceitful cares, away, 

And let me listen to his lay ; 

Let me the wanton pomp enjoy. 

While in smooth dance the light-wing'd Hours 

Lead round his lyre its patron powers, 

Kind Laughter and convivial Joy. 

I. 3. 

Broke from the fetters of his native land, 
Devoting shame and vengeance to her lords, 
With louder impulse and a threatening hand 
The Lesbian patriot' smiles the sounding chords: 
Te wretches, ye perlidious train, 
Te curs'd of gods and free-born men, 

Te murderers of the laws. 
Though now ye glory in your lusl^ 
Though now ye tread the feeble neck in dust, 
Tet Time and righteous Jove wHl judge your 
dreadful cause. 

1 Alctens. 
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But !o, to Sappho's melting airs 
Descends the radiant queen of love: 
She smilea, and asks what fonder cares 
Her suppliant's plaintive measures move : 
Why is my faithful maid distreas'd? 
Who, Sappho, wounds thy tender breast? 
Say, flies he ? — Soon he shall pursue : 
Shuns he thy gifts ? — He soon shall give : 
Slights he thy sorrows ?— He shall grieve, 
And soon to all thy wishes how. 

n. 2. 
But, Melpomene, for whom 
Awakes thy golden shell again ? 
What mortal breath shall e'er presume 
To echo that unbounded strain ? 
Majestic in the frown of years, 
■Behold, the man of Thebes' appears: 
For some there aj'e, whose mighty frame 
The haad of Jove at birth endow'd 
With hopes that mock the gaaiag crowd ; 
As eagles drink the noontide flame, 
ir. 3. 
While the dim raven heats her weary wings, 
And clamours far below. — Propitious Muse, 
While I so late unlock thy purer springs, 
And breathe whate'er thy ancient airs infuse. 
Wilt thou for Albion's sons around 
(Ne'er hadst thou audience more renown'd) 
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Tliy charming arts employ, 
A& when the winds from shore to shore 
Thro' Greece tliy lyre's persuasive language bore, 
Till towns and isles and seas return'd the vocul joy ? 
III. 1. 
Tet thea did Pleasure's lawless throng, 
Oft rushing forth in loose attire, 
Thy virgin dance, thy graceful song 
Pollute with impious revels dire. 
feir, chaste, tby echoing shade 
May no foul discord here invade ; 
Nor let thy strings one accent move, 
Except what earth's iintrouhled ear 
'Mid all her social tribes may hear. 
And heaven's unerring throne approve. 

UI. 2. 

Queen of the lyre, in thy retreat 
The fairest flowers of Pindus glow ; 
The vine aspires to crown thy seat^ 
And myrtles round thy laurel grow. 
Thy strings adapt their varied strain 
To every pleasure, every pain, 
Which mortal tribes were horn to prove ; 
And strsdght our passions rise or fall. 
As at the wind's imperious call 
The ocean swells, tie biUows m6ve, 
m. 3, 

Wlien midnight listens o'er the slumbering 
earth. 

Let me, O Muse, thy solemn whispers hear' 
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When morning sends her fragrant breezes forth, 
"With airy nmrmurs touch my opening ear. 
And ever watchful at thy side. 
Let Wisdom's awfui suffrage guide 

The tenor of thy lay : 
To her of old by Jove was given 
To judge the various deeds of earth and heaven ; 
'Twas thine by gentle arts to win us to her sway. 
IV. I. 
Oft as, to weU-eam'd ease resign'd, 
I quit the maze where Science toils, 
Do thou refresh my yielding mind 
With all thy gay, delusive spoils. 
But, indulgent, come not nigh 
The busy steps, the jealous eye 
Of wealthy care or gainful age ; 
Whose barren souls thy joys disdain, 
And hold as foes to reason's reign 
Whome'er thy lovely works engage. 

IV. 2. 
When friendship and when letter'd mirth 
Haply partake my simple board, 
Then let thy blameless hand call forth 
The music of the Teian chord. 
Or if invok'd at softer hours, 
! seek with me the happy bowers 
That hear Olympia's gentle tongue; 
To beauty link'd with virtue's train. 
To love devoid of jealous pain, 
There let the Sapphic lute be strung. 
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But when from envy and from death to claim 
A hero bleeding for his native land; 
Wlien to throw incense on the vestal flame 
Of Liberty my genius gives command, 
Nor Tlieban voice nor Lesbian lyre 
From thee, Muse, do I require ; 

"While my presaging mind, 
Conscious of powers she never knew, 
Astonish'd grasps at things beyond her view,. 
Nor by another's fate submits to be confin'd. 

ODE SIV. 

TO THE HONOURABLE CHAKLEB TOWNSHEND ; 
ffKOM THE COUNTRY. 

Sat, Townshend, what can London boast 
To pay thee for the pleasures lost, 

The health to-day resign'd, 
When Spring from this her favouiite seat 
Bade Winter hasten his reti'eat, 

And met the western wind. 
II. 
knew'st thou how the baJmy air, 
The sun, the azure heavens prepare 

To heal thy languid frame. 
No more would noisy coui'ts engage ; 
In vain would lying Taction's rage 

Thy sacred leisure claim. 
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Oft I look'd forth, and oft admir'd; 
Till with the studious volQme tir'd 

I sought the open day ; 
And sure, I cried, the rural gods 
Expect me in their green abodes, 

And chide my tardy lay. 

But ah, in vain my restless feet 
-Trac'd every silent shady seat 

Which knew their forms of old; 
Nor Naiad by her fountain laid, 
Nor Wood-nymph tripping through her glade. 

Did now their rites unfold: 

V. 

Whether to nurse some infant oak 
They turn the slowly tinkling brook 

And catch the pearly showers, 
Or brush the mildew from the woods, 
Or paint with noontide beams the buds, 

Or breathe on opening flowers. 

Such rites, which they with Spring renew. 
The eyes of care can never view ; 

And care hath long been mine ; 
And hence offended with their guest, 
Since grief of iove my soul oppress'd. 

They hide their toils divioe. 

VII. 

But soon shall thy enlivening tongue 
This heart, by dear affliction wi-ung, 
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With noble hope inspire : 
Then wiO tiie sylvan powers again 
Receive me in their genial train, 

And listen to my lyre, 
vni. 
Beneath yon Dryad's lonely shade 
A rustic altar shall be paid, 

Of turf with laurel fram'd 5 
And thou the inacription wilt approve : 
'.' Thia for the peace which, lost by love. 

By friendship was reclaim'd." 



ODE XV. 

TO THE EVENING- 8TAK. 

To-night retir'd the queen of heaven, 

With young Endymion stays : 

And now to Heaper it is given 

Awhile to rule the vacant sky. 

Till she shall to her lamp supply 

A stream of brighter rays. 

Hesper, while the starry throng 
With awe thy path surrounds, 

Oh, listen to my suppliant song, 

If haply now the vocal sphere 

Can suffer thy delighted ear 
To stoop to mortal sounds. 
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So may the bridegroom's geni<al strain 

Thee still invoke to shine ; 
So may the bride's unmarried train 
To Hymen chaiint their flattering vowj 
Still that his lucky torch may glow 

"With lustre pure as thine. 

IV. 

Far other vows must I prefer 

To thy indulgent power. 
Alas ! but now I paad my tear 
On fair Olympia's virgin tomb ; 
And lo, from thence, in quest I roam 

Of Philomela's bower. 

Propitious send thy golden ray, 

Thou purest light above ; 
Let no false flame seduce to stray 
Where gulf or steep lie hid for harm ; 
But load where music's healing charm 

May soothe afilicted love. 

To them, by many a grateful song 

In happier seasons vow'd, 
These lawns, Olympia's haunt, belong : 
Oft by yon silver stream we walk'd, 
Or fls'd, while Philomela talk'd. 

Beneath yon copses stood. 

Nor seldom, where the beechen boughs 
That roofless tower invade, 
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We eame whUe her enchanting Muse 
The radiant moon ahove us held ; 
Till, by a cJamoroug owl Cflmpeil'd, 
She fled the solemn shade. 

But hark ; I hear her liquid tone. 

Now, Ilesper, guide my feet 
Down the red marl with moss o'ergrown, 
Through yon wild thicket next the plain, 
Whose hawthorns choke the winding lane. 

Which leads to her retreat. 

See the green space : on either hand 

Enlarg'd it spreads around ; 
See, in the midst she takes her stand. 
Where one old oak his awful shade 
Extends o'er half the level mead 

Inelos'd in woods profound. 

Hark how through many a melting note 

She now prolongs her lays : 
How sweetly down the void they float 1 
The breeze their magic path attends ; 
The stars shine out ; the forest bends ; 

The wakeful heifers gaze. 

XI. 

Whoe'er thou art whom chance may bring 

To this sequestei-'d spol^ 
If then the plaintive Siren sing, 
softly tread beneath her bower, 
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And think of heaven's disposing power, 
Of man's uncertain lot, 

think, o'er all this mortal stage, 
What mournful scenes arise ; 

What i-uia waits on kingly rage ; 

How often virtue dwells with woe ; 

How many griefs from knowledge flow j 
How swiftly pleasure flies. 

sacred bird, let me at eve, 

Thus wandering aB alone, 
Thy tender counsel oft receive, 
Bear witness to thy pensive aira, 
And pity Nature's common cares 

Till I forget my own. 



ODE XVI. 

TO CALEB I 



With sordid floods the wintry Urn ^ 

Hath stain'd fair Riclimond's level green ; 

Her naked hill the Dryads moui-n, 

No longer a poetic scene. 

No longer there thy raptur'd eye 

The heauteous forms of earth or sky 

Surveys as in their Author's mind ; 
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And London shelters from the year 
Those whom thy social hours to share 
The Attic Muse deaign'd. 

From Hampstead's airy summit me 
Her guest the eity shall behold, 
What day the people's stem decree 
To unbelieving kings is told, 
When eonunoa men (the dread of fame) 
Adjiidg'd as one of evil name, 
Before the sun, the anointed head. 
Then seek thou too the pious towD, 
With no unworthy cares to crown 
That eveniug's awful shade. 

Deem not I call tliee to deplore 
The saered martyr of the day, 
By fast and penitential lore 
To purge our ancient guilt away. 
For this, on humble faith I rest 
That afill our advocate, the priest. 
From heavenly wrath will save the land ; 
Nor ask what ritCiS our pardon gain, 
Nor how his potent sounds restrain 
The thunderer's lifted hand. 

IV. 

No, Hardinge ; peace to church and state I 
That evening, let the Muse give law ; 
While I anew the theme relate 
Wticii my first youth enamour'd saw. 
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Then will I oft explore thy thought, 
What to reject which Locke hath taught, 
What to pursue in Virgil'a lay ; 
Till hope ascends to loftiest things, 
Nor eovies demagogues or kings 
Their frail and vulgar sway. 

V. 

O vers'd in all the human frame, 
Lead thou where'er my labour lies, 
And English fancy's eager flame 
To Grecian purity chastise , 
While hand in hand, at Wisdom's shrine, 
Beauty with truth I strive to join. 
And grave assent with glad applause ; 
To paint the story of the soul, 
And Plato's visions to control 
By Verulamian ^ laws. 



ODE xvn. 

ON A 8ERM0N AGAINST GLOKT. 1747. 



Come then, tell me, sage divine, 
Is it an offence to own 
That our bosoms e'er incline 
Toward immortal Glory's throne ? 
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For with me nor pomp nor pleasnre, 
Bourbon's might, Braganza's treasure, 
So can Fancy's dream rejoice, 
So conciliate Eeason'a choice, 
As one approving word of her impartial voice. 

If to spurn at nohle praise 
Be the passport to thy heaven, 
Follow thou those gloomy ways : 
No auch law to mo was given ; 
Nor, I trust, shall I deplore me. 
Faring like my friends before me ; 
Nor an holier place desire 
Than Timoleon's arms require, 
An il Tally's ciirule chair, and Milton's golden lyre. 



ODE XVIIL 



The wise and great of every clime, 
Through all the spacious walks of Time, 
Where'er the Muse her power diaplay'd, 
With joy have liaten'd and obey'd. 
For, taught of Heaven, the sacred Nine 
Persuasive numbers, forms divine, 
To mortal sense impart : 
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They best tie soul with glory fire ; 
They noblest counsels, boldest deeds inspire ; 
And high o'er Fortune's rage enthrone the fixed 
heart. 

Nor less prevailing is their charm 

ih.s vengeful bosom to disarm ; 

To melt the proud with human woe, 

And prompt unwilling tears to flow. 

Can wealth a power like this afi'ord? 

Can Cromwell's arts, or Marlborough's sword, 

An equal empire claim ? 
No, Hastings. Thou my words will own : 
Thy breast the gifts of every Muae hath known ; 
Nor shall the givei-'s love disgrace thy noble name. 
(. 3. 
The Muse's awful art, 
And the hlest function of the poet's tongue, 
Ne'er shalt thou blush to honour; to assert 
From all h t ned vice or slavish fear hath 

No haU h. blandishment of Tuscan strings 
Wa hi BS, at 11 n Pleasure's myrtle bower ; 
N h 11 h le notes to Celtic kings 

By fla t n„ min trels paid in evil hour, 
Move thee to spurn the heavenly Muse's reign. 

A different strain, 

And other tiemes 
From hev prophetic shades and hallow'd streams 
(Thou weli canst witness) meet the purged ear : 
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Such as when Greece to her immortal steil 
Rejoicing Usten'd, godlike sounds to hear ; 
To hear the sweet instructress tell 
(While men and heroes throng'd around) 
How life its nohlest use may And, 
How well for freedom be resign'd ; 
And how, by glory, virtue shall be crown'd. 



Such was the Chian father's strain 
To many a kind domestic train, 
Whose pious hearth and genial bowl 
Had cheer'd the reverend pilgrim's soul : 
When, every hospitable rite 
With equal bounty fo requite, 

He struck his magic Strings, 
And pour'd spontaneous numbers forth, 
And seiz'd their ears with tales of ancient worth, 
And fill'd their musing hearts with vast heroic 



Now oft, where happy spirits dwell, 
Where yet he tunes his charmmg shell, 
Oft near him, with applauding hands, 
The Genius of his countiy stands 
To listening gods he makes him known, 
That man divine, by whom were sown 

The seeds of Grecian fame: 
Who first the race with freedom fir'd ; 
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From whom Lycurgus Sparta's sons inapir'd ; 
-From whom Plataaan palms and Cyprian trophies 



noblest, h 
When Aristidea rul'd, and Cimon fought; 
When all the generous fruits of Homer's page 
Exulting Pindar saw to full perfection brought. 
O Pindar, oft shalt thou be hail'd of me ; 
Not that Apollo fed thee from his shrine ; 
Not that thy lips drani sweetness from the hee ; 
Nor yet that, studious of thy notes divine, 
Pan danc'd their measure with the sylvan throng r 
But that thy song 
Was proud to unfold 
What thy base rulers trembled to behold ; 
Amid corrupted Thebes was proud to tell 
The deeds of Athens and the Persian shame : 
Hence on thy head their impious rengeance fell. 
But thou, faithful to thy fame. 
The Muse's law didst rightly know ; 
That who would animate his lays, 
And other minds to virtue raise, 
Must feel his own with all her spirit glow, 
in. 1. 
Are there, approv'd of later times, 
Whose verse adorn'd a tyrant's ' crimes ? 
Who saw majestic Rome betray'd, 
And lent the imperial rutEan aid ? 
■ Octnviiinus Cfesor, 
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BOOK I. 331 

Alas ! not one polluted bard, 

No, not the strains that Mincius heard, 

Or Tibur's hills repHed, 
Dare to the Muse's ear aspire ; 
Save that, instructed by the Grecian lyre. 
With Freedom's ancient notes their shameful task 
they hide. 

III. 2. 

Mark, how the dread Pantheon stands, 
Amid the domes of modern hands : 
Amid the toys of idle state, 
How simply, how severely great! 
Then turn, and, while each western clime 
Presents her tuneful sons to Time, 
So mark thuu Milton's name; 
And add, " Thus differs from the throng 
The spirit which inform'd thy awful song, 
Which bade thy potent voice protect thy country a 



Yet hence barbaric zeal 
His memory with unholy rage pursues ; 
While from these arduous carea of public weal 
She bids each bard begone, and rest him with his 
Muse. 
fool ! to think the man, whose ample mind 
Must grasp at all that yonder stars survey ; 
Must join the noblest forms of every kind. 
The world's most perfect image to display, ■— 
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Can e'er his country's majesty behold, 
Unraov'd or cold ! 
fool ! to deem 
That he whose thought must visit every fheme, 
Whose heart must every strong emotion know 
Inspir'd by Nature, or hy Fortune taught, — 
That he, if haply some presumptuous foe, 
"With false, ignoble science fraught. 
Shall spurn at Freedom's faithful band ; 
That he their dear defence will shun. 
Or hide their glories from the sun. 
Or deal their vengeance with a woman's hand I 

IV. 1. 

I care not that in Aruo's plain, 
Or on the sportive banks of Seine, 
From public themes the Muse's quire 
Content with polish'd ease retire. 
Where priests the studious head command. 
Where tyrants bow the warlike hand 

To vHe ambition's aim, 
Say, what can public themes afford, 
Save venal honours to a hateful lord, [fame ? 
ReaeiT'd Ibr angry heaven, and scorn'd of honest 
IV. 2. 
But here, where Freedom's equal throne 
To all her valiant sons is known ; 
Where all are eoascious of her cares, 
And each the power that rules him shares ; 
Here let the bard, whose dastard tongue 
Leaves public arguments unsung. 

Bid public praise farewell : 
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Let him to fitter climes remove, 
Far from the hero's and the patriot's love, 
And lull mysterious monks to slumber in their cell. 
IV. s, 
Hastings, not to all 
Can ruling Heaven the same endowments lend : 
Tet still doth Nature to her offepring caU, 
That to one general weal their different powers they 

Unenvious. Thus alone, though strains divine 
Inform the hosora of the Muse's son ; 
Though with new honours the patrician's Ime 
Advance from age to age ; yet thus alone 
They win the suffrage of impartial fame. 
The poet's name 
He best shall prove, 
Whose lays the soul with noblest passions move. 
But thee, progeny of heroes old, 
Thee to severer toil thy fate requires : 
The fate which form'd thee in a chosen mould, 
The grateful country of thy sires, 
Thee to sublimer paths demand ; 
Sublimer than thy sires could trace, 
Or thy own Edward teach hia race, 
Tho' Gaul's proud genius sank beneath his hand. 
V. I. 
From rich domains and subject farms 
They led the rustic youth to arms, 
And kings their stern aehievements fear'd; 
While private strife their banners rear'd. 
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But loftier scenes to thee are shown, 
Where empire's wide eatablish'd tlirone 

No private master fills ; 
Where, long foretold, the People reigns; 
Where each a vassal's humhle heart disdains ; 
Audjudgeth whathesees; and,ashejudgeth,waia. 
V. 2. 
Here be it thine to calm and guide 
The swelling democratic tide ; 
To watch the state's uncertain frame, 
And baffle Faction's partial aim : 
But chiefly, with determin'd zeal, 
To quell that servile band, who kneel 

To Freedom's banish'd foes ; 

That monster, which is daily found 

Expert and bold thy country's peace to wound; 

Tetdreadstoliandlearms,uormanly counsel knows, 

V. 3. 

'Tis highest Heaven's command, 

That guilty aims should sordid paths pursue; 

That what ensnares the heart should maim the 

And Virtue's worthless foes be false to glory too. 
But look on Freedom : see, tiirough every age, 
What labours, perils, griefs, hath she disdain'd ! 
What arms, what regal pride, what priestly rage. 
Have her dread offspring conquer'd or sustain'd ! 
For Albion well have conquer'd. Let the strains 

Of happy swains. 

Which now resound 
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Where Scai'sdale's clifFs the awelHng pastures 

Bear witness ; — there, oft let the farmer hail 
The sacred orchard which embowers his gate, 
And show to strangers passing down the vale, 
Where Candish, Booth, and Osborne sate; 
When bursting from their country's chain. 
Even in the midst of deadly harms, 
Of papal snares and lawless arms. 
They plann'd for Freedom this ber noblest roign. 
VI. 1. 
This reign, these laws, this public care, 
Which Nassau gave us all to share, 
Had ne'er adorn'd the English name. 
Could Fear have silene'd Freedom's claim. 
But Fear in vain attempts to bind 
Those lofty efforts of the mind 

Which social good inspires ; 

Where men, for this, assault a throne. 

Each adds the common welfare to his own ; 

And each unconquer'd heart the strength of all 

acquires. 

yi. 2. 
Say, was it thus, when late we view'd 
Our fields in civil blood imbru'd? 
When fortune crown'd the barbarous host. 
And half the astonish'd isle was lost ? 
Did one of all that vaunting train, 
Who dare affront a peaceful reign, 
Durst one in arms appear? 
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Durst one in counsels pledge his life ? 
Stake hia luxurious fortunes in the strife ? 
Or lend tis boasted name Lis vagrant friends to 
cheer? 

VI. 8. 
Yet, Hastings, those are they 
Who challenge to themselves thy country's loyej 
The true, the constant: who alone can weigh 
What gbiy should demand, or liberty approve ! 
But let their works declare them. Thy free powers, 
The generous powers of thy prevailing mind, 
Not for the tasks of their eonfederate hours, 
Lewd brawls and lurking slander, were design'd. 
Be thou thy own approver. Honest praise 
Oft nobly sways 
Ingenuous youth ; 
But, sought fi-om cowards and the lying mouth, 
Praise is reproach. Eternal God alone 
For mortals fiseth that sublime award. 
He, from the faithful records of his throne. 

Bids the historian and the bard 
Dispose of honour and of scorn ; 
Discern the patriot from the slave ; 
And write the good, the wise, the brave, 
For lessons to the multitude unborn. 
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ODE I. 

THE EEMONSTKANCB OF 



If, yet regardftil of your native land, 
Old Shakespeare's tongue you deign to understand, 
Lojfrom the blissful bowers where heaven rewards 
Instructive sages and unblemish'd bards, 
I come, the ancient founder of the stage, 
IntCDt to learn, in this discerning age, 
Wlat form of wit your fancies have embrac'd, 
And whither tends your elegance of taste, 
That thus at length our homely toils you spurn, 
That thus to foreign scenes you proudly turn, 
That from my brow the laurel wreath you claim 
To crown the rivals of your country's fame. 

What though the footsteps of my devious Muse 
The measur'd walks of Grecian art refuse? 
Or though the frankness of my hardy style 
Mock the nice touches of the critic's file ? 
Tet, what my age and climate held to view, 
Impartial I survey' d, and fearless drew. 
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And say, ye skilful in tlie human heart, 
Wiio know to prize a poet'a noblest part, 
What age, what clime, could e'er an ampler field 
For lofty thought, for daring fancy, yield ? 
I saw this England break the shameful bands 
Forg'd for the souls of -men by sacred hands: 
I saw ea^ grganing realm her aid implore ; 
Her sons the heroes of each warlike shore : 
Her naval standard (the dire Spaniard's bane) 
Obey'd through all the circuit of the main, 
^hen, too, great Commerce, for a late-found world, 
Around your coast her eager sails unfurl'd: 
New hopes, new passions, thence the bosom flr'd ; 
New plans, new ai-ts, the genius thence inspir'di 
Thence every scene which priyafe fortune knows, 
In stronger life, with bolder spirit, rose. 

Disgrac'd I this fuO prospect which 1 drew ? 
My colours languid, or my strokes untrue ? 
Have not your sages, warriors, swains, and kings, 
Confess'd the living draught of men and thmgs ? 
What other bard ia any clime appears 
Alike the master of jour smiles aad tears ? 
Tet have I deign'd your audience to entice 
With wretched bribes to luxury and vice ? 
Or have my various scenes a purpose known 
Which freedom, virtue, glory, might not own ? 

Such from the first was my dramatic plan ; 
It should be yours to crown what I began : 
And now that England spurns her Gothic chain, 
And equal laws and social science reign, 
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BOOK II. 339 

I thought, Now surely shall my zealous eyea 
View nohler bards and juster critics rise, 
Intent with learned lubour to refine 
The copious ore of Albion's native mine, 
Our stately Muse more graceful airs to teach, 
And form her tongue to more attractive speech, 
TUl rival nations listen at her feet. 
And own her poliah'd as they own her great. 

But do you thus my favourite hopes fulfil? 
Is France at last the standard of your skill? 
Alas for you ! that so betray a mind 
Of art unconscious, and to beauty blmd. 
Say, does her language your ambition raise, 
Her barren, trivial, unliarmonious phrase, 
Which fetters eloquence to scantiest bounds. 
And maims the cadence of poetic aouads? 
Say, does your humble admiration choose 
The gentle prattle of her Comic Muse, 
While wits, plain-dealers, fops, and fools appear, 
Charg'd to say nought but what the king ma,y hear ? 
Or rather melt your sympathising hearts, 
Won by her tragic scene's romantic arts, 
Where old and young declaim on soft desire, 
And heroes never, but for love, expire F 

Mo. Though the charms of novelty, awhile, 
Perhaps too fondly win your thoughtless smile, 
Tet not for you design'd indulgent fate 
The modes or manners of the Bourbon state. 
And ill your minds my partial judgment reads, 
And many an augury my hope misleads, 
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If the feir maids of yonder blooming train 
To their light courtship would an audience deign, 
Or those chaste matrons a Parisian wife 
Choose for the model of domestic life ; 
Or if one joulh of all that generous band, 
The sti'engfh and splendour of their native land!. 
Would yield his portion of his country's fame, 
And quit old freedom's patrimonial claim, 
With lying smiles oppression's pomp to see, 
And judge of glory by a king's decree. 

O blest at home with justly-envied laws, 
O long the chiefs of Europe's general cause, 
Whom Heaven liath chosen at each dangerous hour 
To check the inroads of barbaric power. 
The rights of trampled nations to reclaim, 
And guard the social world from bonds and shame ; 
O let not luxury's fantastic charms 
Thus give the lie to your heroic arms ; 
Nor for the ornaments of life embrace 
Dishonest lessons from that vaunting race. 
Whom fate's dread laws (for in eternal fate 
Despotic rule was heir to freedom's hate) 
Whom in each warlike, each commercial part, 
In civil council, and in pleasing art, 
The judge of earth predestin'd for your foes. 
And made it fame and vii'tue to oppose. 
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Thoc silent power, whose welcome sway 
Charms every anxious thought away ; 
In wliose divine oblivion drown'd, 
Sore pain and weary toil grow mild, 
Love is with kinder looks heguil'd, 

And grief forgets her fondly cherlsh'd wouod ; 

whither hast thoti flown, indulgent god? 

God of kind shadows and of healing dews, 

Whom dost thou touch with thy LetliEean rod ? 
Around whose temples now thy opiate air difiuae? 
II. 
Lo, Midnight from her starry reign 
Looks awful down on earth and main. 
The tuneful hirda lie hush'd in sleep, 
With all that crop the verdant food, 
With all that skim the crystal Hood. 

Or haunt the caverns of the rocky steep. 

No rushing winds disturb the tufted bowers ; 

No wakeful sound the moonlight valley knows, 

Save where the brook its liquid murmur pours, 
And lulls (he waving scene to more profound repose. 

O let not me alone complain. 
Alone invoke thy power in vain ! 
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Descend, propilious, on ray eyes ; ■ 
Not from the couch that bears a crown, 
Not from the courtly statesman's down, 
Nor where the miser and lus treasure lies : 
Bring not the shapes that break the murderer's 

Nor those the hireling soldier loves to see. 
Nor those which haunt the bigot's gloomy breast : 
Far be their guilty nights, and far their dreams 

Nor yet those awful forms present. 
For chiefs and heroes only meant: 
The flgur'd brass, the choral song. 
The resuued people's glad applause, 
The listening senate, and the laws 
Fix'd by the couiisela of Timoleon's * tongue, 
Are scenes too grand for fortune's private ways ; 
And though they shinein youth's ingenuous view. 
The sober gainful arts of modern days 
To such romantic thoughts have bid a long adieu. 

I ask cot, god of dreams, tliy care 
To banish Love's presentments fair ; 
Nor rosy cheek nor radiaot eye- 

1 After Timoleon had deiivered Syraonse from the tyranny 
of DioiiysiuB, Vae people on every ImportnnC deliberation sent 
ftir him into tlie public assembly, asked his advice, and voted 
according to it.— i'&to-cA. 
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Can arm him with such strong command 
That the young sorcerer's fatal hand 
Should round my soul his pleasing fetters tie. 
Nor yet the courtier's hope, the giving emile 
(A lighter phantom, and a baser chain) 
Did e'er in slumber my proud lyre beguile 
To lend the pomp of thrones her ill-according strain. 

But, Morpheus, on thy balmy wing 
Such honourable visions bring, 
As Booth'd great Milton's injur'd age, 
When in prophetic dreams he saw 
The race unborn with pious awe 
Imbibe each virtue from his heavenly page : 
Or such as Mead's benignant fancy knows 
When health's deep treasures, by his art explor'd, 
Have sav'd the infant from an orphan's woes, 
Or to the trembling aire his age's hope restor'd. 



RUSTIC herald of the Spring, 
At length in yonder woody vale 
Fast by the brook I hear thee sing; 
And, studious of thy liomely tale, 
Amid the vespers of the grove, 
Amid the chaunting choir of love. 
Thy sage responses hail. 
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Tlie time has been when I have frown'd 
To hear thy voice the woods invade ; 
And while thy solemn accent drown'd 
Some sweeter poet of the shade, 
Thus, thought I, thus the sons of care 
Some constant youth or genei-ous fair 

With dull advice upbraid. 
III. 
I said, " Wh,ile Philomela's song 
Proclaims the passion of the gro«o, 
It ill beseems a cuckoo's tongue 
Her charming language to reprove" — 
Alas, how much a lover's ear 
Hatea all the sober truth to hear, 

The sober truth of love ! 

IV. 

When heai-ts are in each other bless'd, 
When nought but lofty faith can rule 
The nymph's and swain's consenting breast. 
How cuckoo-like in Cupid's school, 
With store of grave prudential saws 
On fortune's power and custom's laws, 
Appeai-a each friendly fool ! 

Tet think betimes, ye gentle train 
Whom love and hope and fimey sway, 
Who every harsher care disdain, 
Who by the moroing judge the day, . 
Thmk that, in April's fairest hours, 
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To warbling shades and pwtited flowers 
The cuckoo joins his lay. 



How o& shaU I suvvej 
This humble roof, the lawn, the greenwood shade, 

The vale with sheaves o'erspread. 
The glassy brook, the flocks which round thee stray ? 

When will thy cheerful mind 
Of these haye utter'd all her dear esteem ? 

Or tell me, dost thou deem 
No more to join in glory's toilsome race, 

But here content embrace 
That happy leisure which thou hadst resign'd? 
I, 2. 

Alaa ! ye happy hours, 
When books and youthful sport the soul could share. 

Ere one ambitious care 
Of civil life had aw'd her simpler powers ; 

Oft as your winged train 
Eevisit here my friend in white array, 

fail not to display 
Each fairer scene where I perchance had part, 

That so his generous heart 
The abode of eveu friendship may remain. 
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For not imprudent of my loss to come, 

I saw from Cotitetoplalioii's quiet cell 

His feet ascending to another Lome 

Where public praise and envied greatness dwell. 

But BhaU we therefore, my lyre, 

Reprove amhition's beat desire ? 
Extinguish glory's flame? 

Far other was the task enjoin'd 
When to my hand thy strings were first assign'd : 
Far other faith helongs .to friendship's honour'd 



Thee, Townshend, not the arms 
Of slumbering Ease, nor Pleasure's rosy chain, 

Were destin'd to detain ; 
Ho, nor bright Science, nor the Muse's charms. 

For them high heaven prepares 
Their proper votaries, an humbler band : 

And ne'er would Spenser's hand 
Have deign'd to strike the warbling Tuscan shell. 

Nor Harrington to tell 
What habit an immortal city wears, 
IL 2. 

Had this been bom to shield 
The cause which Ci'omwell's impious hand betray'd, 

Or that, like Vere, display'd 
His redeross banner o'er the Belgian field. 

Yet where the will divine 
Hath shut those loftiest paths, it next remains, 

With reason clad in strains 



iiMP^h, Google 



Of harmony, selected minds to inspire, 

And virtue's living fire 
To feed and eternize in liearts lilte tliine. 
n, S. 
For never shall the herd, whom envy sways, 
So quell my purpose or my tongue control, 
That I should fear illustrious woi-th to praise, 
Because its master's friendship mov'd my soul. 
Yet, if this undissembling strain 
Should now perhaps thine ear detain 

"With any pleasing sound, 
Remember thou that righteous Fame 
From hoary age a strict account will claim 
Of each auspicious palm with which thy youth was 
crown'd. 

UI. 1. 
Nor ohvious is the way 
Where heaven expects thee, nor the traveller leads, 

Through flowers or fragrant meads, 
Or groves that hark to Philomela's lay. 

The impartial laws of fate 
To nobler virtues wed severer cares. 

Is there a man who shares 
The summit next where heavenly natures dwell ? 

Ask him (for he can teU) 
What storms beat round that rough laborious 
heighL 

m. 2. 
Ye heroes, who of old 
Did generous England Freedom's throne ordain ; 
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From Alfred's parent ruign 
To Nassau, gi'eat deliverer, wise and bold ; 

I know your perils hard, 
Your wounds, your painful marches, wintry ai 

The night estrang'd from ease, 
The day by cownrdico and falsehood yes'd, 

The head with doubt perplex'd, 
The indignant heart disdaining the reward 



Which envy hardly grants. But, O renown, 
praise from judging heaven and virtuous men, 
If thus they purchas'd thy divinest crown. 
Say, who shall hesitate ? or who complaia ? , 

And now they sit on thrones above : 

And when among the gods they move 
Before the Sovereign Mind, 

" Lo, these," he saith, " lo, these are they 
Who to the laws of mine eternal sway 
From violence and fear asserted human kind." 
IV. 1. 

Thus honour'd while (he train 
Of legislators in his presence dwell ; 

If I may aught foretell, 
The statesman shall the second palm obtain. 

For dreadful deeds of arms 
Let vulgai- bards, with undiseeming praise, 

More glittering trophies mse : 
But wisest Heaven what deeds may chiefly move 

To favour and to love ? 
What, save wide blessings, or averted harms ? 
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Nor fo the embattled field 
StaU these achievements of the jieaeeful gown, 

The green immortal crown 
Of valour, or tlie songs of conquest, yield. 

Not Fairfax wildly bold, 
While bare of crest he hew'd bis fatal way 

Through Naseby's firm array, 
To heavier dangers did his breast oppose 

Than Pym's free virtue chose, 
When the proud force of Strafford he cotitrol'd. 

IV. 3. 
But what is man at enmity with truth ? 
What were the fruits of Wentworth's copious mind 
When (blighted aU the promise of his youth) 
The patriot in a tyrant's league had join'd? 
• Let Ireland's loud-himenting plains. 
Let Tyne's and Humber's trampled swains. 
Let menac'd London tell 
How impious guile made wisdom base ; 
How generous zeal to cruel rage gave place ; 
And how unbless'd he liv'd, and how dishonour's 
feU. 

V. 1. 

Thence never hath the Muse 
Around his tomb Pierian roses flung r 

Nor shall one poet's tongue 
His name for music's pleasing labour choose. 

And sure, when Nature kind 
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Hath deck'd some favour'd breast above the throng, 

That man with grievous wrong 
Affronts and wounds his genius, if he benda 

To guilf s ignoble ends 
The ftinctions of his iU-aubmitting mind. 
V. 2. 

For worthy of tha wise 
Nothing can seem but virtue; nor earth yield 

Their fame an equal field, 
Save where impartial Freedom gives the prize. 

There Somers flx'd Hs name, 
Inroll'd the next to Williaia. Tliere shall Time 

To evei7 wondering clime 
Point out that Somers, who from faction's crowd, 

Tlie slanderous and the loud. 
Could fair assent and modest revei-ence claim. 

V. 3. 
Nor aught did laws or social arts acquire. 
Nor this majestic weal of Albion's land 
Did aught accomplish, or to aught aapire, 
"Without Ms guidance, his superior hand. 

And rightly shall the Muse's care 

■Wreaths like lier own for him prepare, 
■Whose mind's enamour'd aim 

Could forma of civil beauty draw 
Sublime as ever sage or poet saw, 
Tet still to life'a rude scene the proud ideas tame. 
VT. 1. 

Let none profane be neai' ! 
The Muse was never foreign to his breast : 
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On power's grave seat confess'd, 
Still to her voice he bent a lovei-'s ear. 

And if the blessed know 
Their ancient cares, even now the unfading groves, 

' Where haply Milton rovea 
With Spenser, hear the enchanted echoes round 

Through farthest heaven resound 
Wise Somers, guardian of their fame helow. 
VL 2. 

He knew, the patriot knew, 
That letters and the Muse's powerful art 

Exalt the ingenuous heart, 
Ajid brighten every fonu of just and true. 

They lend a nobler sway 
To civil wisdom, than corruption's lure 

Could ever yet procure : 
They too from envy's pale malignant light 

Conduct her Ibrlh to sight 
Cloth'd in tJie fairest colours of the day, 

VI. 3. 
Townshend, flius may Time, the judge severe. 
Instruct my happy tongue of thee to tell : 
And when I apeak of one to Freedom dear 
For planning wisely and for acting weD, 

Of one whom Glory loves to own. 

Who still by liberal means alone 
Hath hberal ends pursu'd ; 

Then, for the guerdon of my lay, 
" This man with faithful friendship," wUl I say, 
" From youth to honour'd age my arts and rae hath 
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ON LOVE OF PItAISE. 

Op all the springs within the mind 

Wliicii prompt her steps in fortune's maze, 

From none more pleasing aid wc lind 
Than from the genuine love of praise. 

Nor any partial, private end 

Such reverence to the public bears ; 
Nor any passion, virtue's friend, 

So like to virtue's] self appears, 
til. 
For who in glory can delight, 

Without delight in glorious deeds ? 
What man a charming voiue can slight, 

Who courts the echo that succeeds ? 

IV. 

But not the echo on the voice 

More, than on virtue praise, depends ; 

To which, of course, its real price 
The judgment of the praiser lends. 

If praise then with religious awe 

Prom the sole perfect judge be sought, 

A nobler aim, a purer law. 

Nor priest, nor bard, nor osge Iialh taught. 
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With whieli in character the same, 
Though in an humbler sphere it lies, 

I count that soul of human fame, 
The suffrage of the good and wise. 



Attend to Chaulieu'a wanton lyre ; 
While, fluent as tlie sky-lark sings 
When hrst the morn allures its wings. 
The epicure his theme pursues : 
And fell me if, among the choir 
Whose music charms the banVs of Seine, 
So foil, so free, so rich a strain 
E'er dictated the warbling Muse. 

II. 
Yet, Hall, while thy judicious ear 
Admires the well-dissembled art 
That can such harmony impart 
To the lame pace of Gallic rhymes ; 
While wit from affectation clear, 
Bright images, and passions true, 
Recall to thy assenting view 
The envied bai-ds of nobler times ; 



iiMP^h, Google 



Say, is not oft his doctrine wrong ? 
Xhia priest of Pleasure, who aspires 
To lead us to her sacred iires. 
Knows he the ritual of her shrine ? 
Say (her sweet influence to thy song 
So may the goddess still afford) 
Doth she consent to be ador'd 
With shameless love and frantic wine ? 

IT. 

Nor Calo nor Chrysippus here 
Need we in high indignant phrase 
From their Elysian quiet raise ; 
But Pleasure's oracle alone 
Consult ; attentive, not severe. 
Pleasure, we blaspheme not thee ; 
Nor emulate the rigid knee 
Which bends but at the Stoic tiirone. 

V. 

We own had fate to man assign'd 
Nor sense, nor wish but what obey 
Or Venus soft or Bacchus gay, 
Then might our bard's voluptuous creed 
Most haply govern human kind ; 
Unless perchance what he hath sung 
Of tortur'd joints and nerves unstrung, 
Some wrangling heretic should plead. 

VI. 

But now with all these proud desires 
For dauntless truth and honest fame ; 
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Witb that strong master of oui- frame, 
The inexorable judge ivithiii. 
What can he done? Alas, ye fires 
Of love ; alas, ye rosy smiles, 
Te nectar'd cupa from happier soils I 
Te have no bribe hia grace to win. 

ODE VII. 

TO THE RIOIIT I 



FOK toils whiuh patriots have endur'd. 
For treason quell'd and laws secur'd, 
In eveiy nation Time displays 
The palm of honourable praise. 
Envy may rail, and Paction fierc« 
May strive ; but what, alas! can those 
(Though bold, yet blind and sordid foes) 
To Gratitude and Love oppose, 

To faitiiful story and persuasive verse? 
I. 2. 
nurse of freedom, Albion, say, 
Thou tamer of despotic sway. 
What man, among thy sons around. 
Thus heir to glory hast thou found ? 
What page, in all thy annals bright, 
Hast thou with purer joy survey'd 
Than that where truth, by Hoadl/s aid, 
Shines through imposture's solemn shade. 

Through kingly and through sacerdotal night ? 
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To Lim the Teacher Ijless'd, 
Who sent rehgion, from the palmy field 
By Jordan, like the mom to cheer the west, 
And lifted up the veil which heaven from earth 
conceal'd, 
To Hoadly thus his mandate he addresa'd : 
" Go Ihou, and rescue ray dishonour'd law 
From hands rapacious and from tongues im- 

Let not my peaceful name be made a lure 
Fell persecution's mortal'snares to aid : 
Let not my words bo impious chains to draw 
The freebom soul in more than brutal awe, 
To faith without assent, allegiance unrepaid." 
II. 1. 
No cold or unperforming hand 
Was arm'd by Heaven with this conunand. 
The world soon felt it ; and, on high, 
To William's ear with welcome joy 
Did Locke among the blest unfold 
The rising hope of Hoadlj's name ; 
Godolphin then confirm'd the fame; 
And Somers, when from earth he came. 
And generous Stanhope the fair sequel told. 

II. 2. 

Then drew the lawgivers around, 
(Sires of the Grecian name renown'd) 
And listening aak'd, and wondering knew, 
What private force could thus subdue 
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The vulgar and the great combin'd ; 
Could war with sacred folly wage ; 
Could a whole nation disengage 
From the dread bonds of many an age, 
And to new hahits mould the public mind, 



For not a conqueror's sword, 
Nor the strong powers to civil founders known, 
Were his; but truth by faithful search explor'd, 

And social sense, like seed, in genial plenty sown. 
Wherever it took root, the soul (restor'd 
To freedom) freedom too for others sought 
Not monkish craft the tyrant's cl^m divine, 
Not regal zeal the bigot's cruel shrine. 
Could longer guard from reason's warfare sage; 
Not the wild rabble to eedition wrought. 
Nor synods by tlie papal Genius taught, 

Nor St. John's spirit loose, nor Atterbury's rage. 



But where shall recompense be found ? 
Or how such arduous merit crowii'd ? 
For look on life's laborious scene : 
What rugged spaces lie between 
Adventurous Virtue's early toils 
And her triumphal throne 1 The shade 
Of death, meantime, does oft invade 
Her progress ; nor, to us display'd, 
Wears the bright heroine her expected spoils. 
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Tet bom to conquer is her power: 
Hoadly, if that favourite hour 
On earth arrive, with thankful awe 
We own just Heaven's indulgent law, 
And proudly thy success behold ; 
We attend thy reverend length of days 
With benediction and with praise. 
And hdl thee in our public ways 
Lite some great spirit fam'd in ages old. 



While thus our vows prolong 
Thy steps on earth, and when by us resign'd 
-Thou join'at thy seniors, that heroic throng 
Who rescu'd or preeerv'd the rights of human kind, 
O ! not unworthy may thy Albion's tongue 
Thee still, her friend and benefactor, name ; 
O I never, Hoadly, in thy country's eyes. 
May impious gold, or pleasure's gaudy prize, 
Make public virtue, public freedom, vile ; 
Nor our own manners tempt us to disclaim 
That heritage, our noblest wealth and fame, 
Which thou Last kept entire irom force and fao- 



Ijous guile. 
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ODE VIII. 

If rightly tuneful bards decide, 
If it be fix'd in Love's decrees, 

That Beauty ought not to be tried 
But by its native power to please, 

Then tell me, youtbs and lovers, tell, 

What fair can Amoret excel? 

IT. 

Behold that bright unsullied smile, 

And wisdom speaking in her mien: 
Yet (she so artlesa all the while, 

So little studious to be seen) 
We nought but instant gladness know, 
Nor think to whom the gift we owe. 

II I. 
Bat neither music, nor the powers 

Of youth and mirth and frolic cheer. 
Add half that sunshine to the hours, 

Or make life's prospect half so clear. 
As memory briags it to the eye 
From scenes where Amoret was by. 

IV. 

Tet not a satirist could there 
Or fault or indiscretion find ; 

Nor any prouder sage declare 

One virtue, pictur'd in his mind, , 

Whose form with lovelier colours glows 

Than Amoret's demeanor shows. 
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This sure is Beauty's happiest part : 
This gives the most unbounded sway : 

This shall enchaut the subject heart 
When rose and. lily fade away ; 

And she he still, in spite of time, 

Sweet AiBoret in all her pi-ime. 



ODE IX. 

AT STODY. 

"Whithek did my fancy stray ? 
By what magic drawn away 

Have I left my studious theme ? 
From this philosophic page, 
From the problems of the sage, 

Wandering through a pleasing dream ? 

'Tis in vain, alas 1 I find, 
Much in vain, my zealous mind 

Would to learned Wisdom's throne 
Dedicate each thoughtful hour : 
Nature bids a softer power 

Claim some minutes for bis own. 
ni. 
Let the busy or the wise 
View him with contemptuous eyes ; 

Love is native to the heart : 
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Guide its wishes as you will, 

Wittout Love you'll find it still 

Void ia one easential part. 

Me though no peculiar fair 
Touches with a lover's care ; 

Though the pride of my desire 
Asks immortal friendship's name, 
Asks the palm of honest fame. 

And the old heroic lyre ; 

Though the day have smoothly gone, 
Or to letter'd leisure known, 

Or m social duty spent ; 
Yet at eve my lonely breast 
Seeks in vain for perfect rest ; 

Languishes for true content. 



TO THOMAS 



Believe me, Edwards, to restrain 
The license of a railer's tongue 
Is what but seldom men obtain 
By sense or wit, by prose or song ; 
A task for more Herculean powers. 
Nor suited (o the sacred hours 
Of leisure in the Muse's howers. 
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In bowers where laurel weds with palm, 
The Muse, the blameless queen, resides : 
Fair Fame attends, and Wisdom calm 
Her eloquence harmonious guides : 
"While, shut for ever from her gate, 
Oft trying, still repining, wait 
Fierce Envy and calumnious Hate. 

ni. 
Who then from her delightful hounds 
Would step one moment fortii to heed 
What impotent and savage sounds 
From their unhappy mouths proceed ? 
No : rather Spenser's lyre again 
Prepare, and let thy pious strain 
For Pope's dishonour'd shade complain. 

IV. 

Tell how displeas'd was every bard. 
When lately in the Elysian grove 
They of his Muse's guardian heard, 
His delegate to fame above ; 
And what with one accord they said 
Of wit in drooping age misled. 
And Warburton'a officious aid : 

How Virgil moum'd the sordid fate 
To that melodious lyre assign'd 
Beneath a tutor who so late 
With Midas and his rout combin'd 
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By spiteful clamour to confound 
That very lyre's enclianting sound, 
Though, listening realms admir'd around : 

TI. 

How Horace own'd he thought the fire 
Of bis friend Pope's satiric line 
Did farther fuel scarce require 
From such a militant divine ; 
How Milton scom'd the sophist vain 
Who durst approach hia haOow'd strain 
"With uawash'd hands and lips profane. 

VII. 

Then Shakespeare debonair and mild 
Brought that strange comment forth to viewj 
Conceits more deep, he said and smil'd, 
Than his own fools or madmen knew : 
But thauk'd a generous friend above, 
Who did with free adventurous love 
Such pageants from his tomb remove, 

And if to Pope, in equal need, 
Tiie same kind office thou wouldst pay, 
Then, Edwards, all the band decreed 
That iiiture bards with frequent lay 
. Should call on thy auspicious name, 
From each absurd intruder's claim 
To keep inviolate their fame. 
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ODE XI. 

1 OF ENGLAND. 1T68. 



Whither is Europe's ancient spirit fled? 
Where are those yaliant teoants of her shore, 
Who from the warrior bow the strong dart sped. 
Or with firm band the rapid pole-axe bore ? 
Freeman and Soldier was their common name. 
Who late with reapers to the furrow came, 
Now in the front of battle charg'd the foe ; 
Whotaughtthe steer the wintryplougli to endure. 
Now in full councils check'd encroaching power. 

And gave the guardian Laws their majesty to know. 
II. 
But who are ye ? from Ebro's loitering sons 
To Tiber's pageants, 1o the sports of Seine ; 
From Rhine's frail palaces to Danube's thrones 
And cities looking on the Cimbric main, 
Te lost, je self-deserted ? whose pi-oud lords 
Have baffled your tame hands, and given your 

swords 
To slavish ruffians, hir'd for their command : 
These at some greedy monk's or liarlot's nod : 
See rifled nations crouch beneath their rod : 

These are the Public Will, the Reason of the land. 

III. 

Thou, heedless Albion, what, alas I the while 

Dost thou presume ? inexpert in arms. 
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Yet vain of Freedom, how dost ttou beguile, 
"With dreams of hope, ttese near and loud alarms ? 
Thy splendid home, thy plan of laws renown'd, 
The priiise and envy of the nations round, 
What care hast thou to guard from Fortune's 

sway? 
Amid the storms of war, iiow soon may all 
The lofty pile trom its foundations fall. 
Of ages the pi'oud toii, the ruin of a day 1 



Bo : thou art rich, thy streams and fertile valea 
Add Industry's wise gifts to Nature's store ; 
And every port is crowded with thy sails, 
And every wave throws treasure on thy shore. 
What boots it? If luxurious Plenty charm 
Thy selfish heart from Glory, if thy arm 
Shrink at the frowns of Danger and of Pain, 
Those gifts, that treasure is no longer thine. 
rather far he poor! Thy gold will shine 
Tempting the eye of Force, and deck thee to thy 



But what hath Force or War to do with thee ? 
Girt by the aaure tide and thron'd sublime 
Amid thy floating bulwarks, thou eaast see. 
With scorn, the fory of each hostile clime 
Dash'd ere it reach thee. Sacred from the foe 
Are thy fair fields : athwart thy guardian prow 
No bold invader's foot shall tempt the strand — 
Tet say, my country, will the waves and wind 
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Oliey tkee ? Hast thou alt thy hopes resign'd 
To the sky's fickle faith ? the pilot's wavermg hand ? 

For may neither Fear nor stronger Love 
(Love, hy thy virtuous princes nobly won) 
Thee, last of many wretched nations, move, 
With mighty armies station'd round the throne 
To trust thy safety. Then, farewell the claims 
Of Freedom ! Her proud records to the flames 
Then bear, an offering at Ambition's shrine ; 
Whate'er thy ancient patriots dar'd demand 
From furious John's, or faithless Charles's hand. 
Or what great William seal'd for his adopted line. 

But if thy sons be worthy of their name, 
If liberal laws with liberal arts they prize, 
Let them from conquest, and from servile shame 
In War's glad school their own protectors rise. 
Te chiefly, heirs of Albion's cultur'd plains, 
Te leaders of her bold and faithful swains, 
Now not unequal to your birth be found ; 
The public voice bids arm your rural state, 
Paternal hamlets for your ensigos wait. 
And grange and fold prepare to pour their youth 

Why are ye tardy ? what inglorious cave 
Detains you from their head, your native post ? 
Who most their country's fame and fortune share, 
'TIS theirs to share her toils, her perils most. 
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Each man his task in social life a 
With partial labours, with domestic gains 
Let others dwell; to you indulgent Heaven 
By counsel and by arms the public cause 
To serve for public love and love's applause, 
The first employment far, the noblest bii-e, hath 



Have ye not heard of LaoedEemon's fame? 
Of Attic chiefs in Fi'eedom's war divine? 
Of Rome's dread generals ? the Valerian name ? 
The Fabian sons? the Scipios, matchless line? 
Your lot was theirs : the farmer and the swain 
■ Met his lov'd patron's summons from the plain ; 
The legions gather'd ; the bright eagles flew : 
Barbarian monarchs in the triumph mouru'd ; 
The conquerors to tbeii household gods retum'd, 
And fed Calabrian flocks, and steer'd the Sabine 
plough. 

X. 

Shall then this giory of the antique age. 
This pride of men, be lost among mankind? 
Shall war's heroic arts no more engage 
The unbought hand, the unsubjected miad? 
Doth valour to the race no more belong ? 
No more with scorn of violence and wrong 
Doth forming Nature now her sons inspire, 
That, like some mystery to few reveal'd, 
Tlie skill of arms abash'd and aw'd they yield, 
And from their own defence with hopeless hearts 
retire ? 
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shame to liuman life, to human laws I 
The loose adventurer, hireling of a day, 
Who his fell sword witliout affection draws. 
Whose God, whose country, is a tyrant's pay. 
This man the lessons of the field can learn ; 
Can every palm, which decks a warrior, earn, 
And every pledge of conquest : while in vain, 
To guard your altars, your paternal lands, 
Are social arms held out to your free hands : 
Too arduous is the lore ; too irksome were the pain. 

Meantime hy Pleasure's lying tales allur'd. 
From the bright sun and living breeze ye stray ; 
And deep in London's gloomy haunts immur'd. 
Brood o'er your fortune's, freedom's, health's 

decay. 
blind of choice and to yourselves untrue I 
The young grove shoots, their bloom the fields 

renew. 
The mansion asks its lord, the swains their fiiend ; 
WTiiie he doth riot's orgies haply share, 
Or tempt the gamester's dark, destroying snare. 
Or at some courtly shrine with slavish incense 

XIII. 

And yet full oft your anxious tongues complain 
That lawless tumult prompts the rustic throng; 
That the rude village-inmatos now disdain 
Those homely ties which rul'd their fathers long. 
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Alas ! your fathers did by other arts 
Draw those kind ties arouad their simple hearts, 
And led in other paths their duetOe will; 
By succour, faithful counsel, courteous cheer, 
Won them the ancieut manners to revere, 
To prize their country's peace, and heaven's due 
rites fulfil. 

XIV. 

But mark the judgment of experienc'd Time, 
Tutor of nations. Doth light discord tear 
A state ? and impotent sedition's crime ? 
The powers of warlike prudence dwell not there } 
The powers who to command and to obey. 
Instruct the valiant. There would civil sway 
The rising race to maaly concord tame? 
Oft let the marslial'd field their steps unite, 
And in glad splendour bring before their sight 
One common cause and one hereditary fame. 



Nor yet be aw'd, nor yet your task disown. 
Though war's proud votaries look on severe ; 
Though secrets, taught ere while to them atoae, 
They deem profan'd by your intruding ear. 
Let them in vain, your martial hope to quell, 
Of new refinements, fiercer weapons tell, 
And mock the old simplicity, in vain : 
To the time's warfare, simple or refin'd. 
The time itself adapts the warrior's mJEd; 
And equal prowess still shall equal palms obtain. 
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Say then, if England's youth, in earlier days, 
On glory's Hold with well-train'd armies vied, 
Why shall they now renounce that generous 

praise? 
Why dread the foreign mercenary's pride ? 
Tho' Valois brav'd young Edward's gentle hand, 
And Albert rush'd on Henry's way-worn band, 
With Europe's chosen sons in arms renown'd, 
Yet not on Vere's hold archers long they look'd, 
Nor Audley's squires nor Mowbray's yeomen 

brook'd : 
They saw their standard fall, and left their mo- 

nareh bound. 

SVII. 

Such were the laurels which your fathers won ; 
Sueh glory'a dictates in their dauntless breast : 
— Is there no voice that speaks to every son ? 
No nobler, holier call to you address'd ? 
! by majestic Freedom, righteous Laws, 
By heavenly Truth's, by manly Eeason's cause. 
Awake ; attend ; be indolent no more : 
By friendship, social peace, domestic love, 
Kise ; arm ; your country's living safety prove ; 
And train her- valiant youth, and watch around her 
shore. 
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M A BIT OP SIOKHaaS, 
IN TUB OOONTRY. 1768. 

Thy verdant scettes,= Groulder's HiU, 
Once more I seek, a languid guest : 
With throbbing temples and with burden'd breast 
Once more I climb thy steep aerial way. 
O faithful cure of oft-returning ill, 
Now call thy sprightly breezes round, 
Dissolve this rigid cough profound, 
An d bid the springs of life with gentler movement 
play. 

How gladly 'mid the dews of dawn 
By weary lungs tby healing gale. 

The balmy west or the fresh north inhale ! 

How gladly, while my musing footsteps rove 

Round the cool orchard or the sunny lawn, 
Awak'd I stop, and look to find 
What shrub perliimes the pleasant wind. 
Or what wild songster charms the Dryads of the 
grove. 

III. 
Now, ere the morning walk is done, 
The distant voice of Health I hear 

Welcome as beauty's to the lover's ear. 

" Droop not, nor doubt of my return," she cries ; 

" Here will I, 'mid the radiant calm of noon. 
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Meet thee beneath yon chestnut bower, 
And lenient on thy bosom pour [sfciea." 

That indolence ■ divine which lulls the earth and 

The goddess promis'd not in vain. 

I found her at my fayourite time j 
Nor wish'd to breathe in any softer dime, 
While (half-reclin'd, half-alurabering as I lay) 
She hover'd o'er me. Then, among her train 

Of Kymphs and Zephyrs, to my view 

Thy gracious form appear'd anew, [day. 

ThCQ first, heavenly Muae, unseen for many a 

In that soft pomp the tuneful maid 
Shone like the golden star of love. 
I saw her hand in careless measures move ; 
1 heai-d sweet preludes dancing on her lyre, 
While my whole frame the sacred sound obey'd. 
New sunshine o'er my fancy springs, 
New colours clothe externa] things. 
And the last glooms of pain and sickly plaint retire. 

VI. 

Qoulder's Hill, by thee restor'd 

Onee more to this enliven'd hand, 
My harp, which late resounded o'er the land 
The voice of glory, solemn and severe, 
My Dorian harp shall now with mild accord 

To thee her joyful tribute pay, 

And send a less-ambitious lay 
Of friendship and of love to greet thy mastei-'s ear. 
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For when withia thy shady seat 
First from the sultry town he chose, 
And the tii'd senate's cares, his wish'd repose, 
Then wast thou mine; to me a happier home 
For social leisure; where my welcome feet, 
Estraiig'd from all the entangling ways 
In which the restless vulgar strays, 
Through Nature's simple paths with ancient Faith 
might roam. 

And while around his sylvan scene 

My Dyson led the white-wing'd hours, 
Oft from the Athenian academic bowers 
Their sages came; oft heard our lingering walk 
The Mantuan music warbling o'er the green; 

And oft did Tull/s reverend shade, 

Though much for liberty afraid, 
"With us of letter'd ease or virtuous glory talk. 



But other guests were on their way, 
And reach'd ere long this favour'd grove 
Even the celestial progeny of Jove, 
Bright Venus, with her all-subduing son. 
Whose golden shaft most willingly obey 
The best and wisest. As they came. 
Glad Hymen wav'd his genial flame, 
Ajid sang their happy gifts, and prais'd their 
less throne. 
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I saw when through yon festive gate 
He led along Ms chosen maid, 
And to my friend with smiles presenting said, 
" Receive that faii^st wealth which Heaven as- 

.ign'd 
To human fortune. Did thy lonely state 
One wish, one utmost hope confess ? 
Behold, she comes to adorn and bless; 
Comes, worthy of thy heart, and equal to thy mind." 



1751. 

The men renown'd as chiefe of human race, 
And bom to lead in counsels or in arms, 
Have seldom tum'd their feet from glory's chace 
To dwell with books or court the Muse's charms. 
Tet, to our eyes if haply time hath brought 
Some genuine transcript of their calmer thought, 
There still we own the wise, the great, or good ; 
And Cfeaar there and Xenophon are seen, 
As clear in spirit and sublime of mien. 
As on Pharsalian plains, or by the Assyrian flood. 

Say thou too, Frederic, was not this thy aim ? 
Thy vigils could the student's lamp engage, 
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BOOK II. 375 

Except for this? except that future Fame 
Might read thy genius in the f^thful page ? 
That if hereafter Euvy shall presume 
With words irreverent to inscribe thy tomb, 
And baser weeds upon thy palms to fling, 
That hence posterity may try thy reign, 
Assert thy treaties, and thy wars explain, 
And view ia native lights the hero and the king. 



evil foresight and pernicious care I 
Wilt thou indeed abide by this appeal ? 
Shall we the lessons of thy pen compare 
With private honour or with public zeal ? 
Whence then at things divine those darts of 

Why are the woes, which virtuous men have 

borne 
For sacred truth, a prey to laughter given ? 
What fiend, what foe of Nature, urg'd thy arm 
The Almighty of his sceptre to disarm? 
To push this earth adrift, and leave it loose from 

heaven ? 

Te godlike shades of legislators old. 
Ye who made Some victorious, Athens wise. 
Ye flrst of mortals with the bless'd enroU'd, 
Say did not horror in your bosoms rise. 
When thus by impioas vanity impell'd 
A magistrate, a monarch, ye beheld 
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Afironting civil order's holiest bands ? 
Those bands which ye so labour'd to improve? 
Those hopes and fears of justice from above, 
Which tam'd the savage world to your divine 
commands ? 



Aw AT 1 away 1 
Tempt me no more, insidious love: 

Thy soothing sway 
Long did my youthful bosom prove : 
At length thy treason is discem'd, 
At length some dear-bought caution eam'd : 
Away ! nor hope my riper age to move. 

I know, I see 
Her merit. Needs it now he shown, 

Alas, to me ? 
How often, to myself iinknown, 
The graceful, gentle, virtuous maid 
Have I admir'd ! How often said, 
What joy to call a heart like hers one's own ! 
III. 

But, flattering god, 
O squanderer of content and ease. 

In thy abode 
Will care's rude lesson leara to please ? 
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say, deceiver, hast thou won 
Proud Fortune to attend thy throne, 
Or plae'd thy friends above her stem decrees ? 



ODE XV. 

ON DOMliSTIC 



Meek Honour, femaJe shame, 
0! wHther, sweetest ofispring of the sky, 

From Albion dost thou fly ; 
Of Albion's daughters once the favourite fame ? 

beauty's only friend, 
"Who giv'st her pleasing reverence to inspire; 

Who selflsb, bold desire 
Dost to esteem and dear affection turn ; 

Alas ! of thee forlorn 
What joy, what praise, what hope can life pretend ? 

Behold ; our youths in vain 
Concerning nuptial happiness inquire : 

Our maids no more aspire 
The arts of bashful Hymen to attain ; 

But with triumphant eyes 
And cheeks impassive, as they move along, 

Ask homage of the throng. 
The lover swears that in a harlot's arms 

Are found the self-same charms. 
And worthless and deserted lives and dies. 
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Behold ; unbless'ii at home. 
The fathei- of the cheerless household mourns : 

The night in vain returas, 
For Love and glad Content at distance roam ; 

While she, in whom his mind 
Seeks refuge from the day's duU task of cares, 

To meet him she prepares. 
Thro' noise and apleen and all the gamester's art, 

A listless, harasa'd heart, 
"Where not one tender thought can welcome fmd. 



'Twaa thus, along the shore 
Of Thames, Britannia's guardian Genius heard, 

From many a tongue preferr'd, 
Of strife and grief the fond invective lore ; 

At wWch the queen divine 
Indignant, with her adamantine spear 

Like thunder sounding near, 
Smote the red cross upon her silver shield, 

And thus her wrath reveal'd. 
(I watch'd her awfui words, and made them mine.) 
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NOTES OJI THli TWO BOOKS OF ODES. 



. Ode xviii. Stanza iL 2]. Lyourgns, tJia LacBiliemojiian 
sr, brougiit into Greece from Asia lUinor the first com- 
opv of Homer'e works. At Plataja vaa fonght tlie 
a battle betwMn the Pei^mx army and the united 
lilitiaof (Jceacannder Pausanias and AriatideB Ciraon the 



Blodorus Sioulns has preEarred Oie inscripdon n 

Atheuiana affixed to the consecrated epoilB, after this great 
Buocass; in which it is very reinarltahlB tliat the gi'eiitiiess of 
the occasion has raised the manner of expression above the 
uenal simplicity and modesty of all other ancient inscripljons. 



ES. OT. V: ETPSinHN. A21AS. AIXA. nONTOS 
ENEIME. 
KAI. nOAEAS. ONHTiiN. OOTPOS. APH2. EnESEI. 
OTAEN. nS2. TOIOTrON. E1IIX0ONIS2N. TENET' 
ANAPiiN. 
EPTON. EN. HUEIPiil. KAI. KATA. DONTON. AMA. 
OIAE. TAP. EN, KXnPfll. MHA0T2. nOAAOTE. OAE- 
2ANTE2 
iOINlKSiN, EKATON. NATS. EAON. EN. HEAAATEL 
ANAPfiN. IXAHOOTSAS. META. A'. ESTENEN. A2i2 
TTJ'. ATTSN. 
IXAHTEIS'. AM*0TEPA12. XEP2L KPATEI, HOAE- 
MOT. 

The following translation is almost literal: — 
ce Sret the ae 



Bince oret me sea nom Asia's bos 
UrlHed Europe, end the god of n 



-"^ r'iiutSe Uedes 



-th iababit. Ibey, whose btdis the 
as felt peraicloua, ll.ey, tlie snioe, 
la fi-om aiiilfiil Tjre in hnnilced ebips 
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380 KOTKS TO THE ODES. 

stanza li. S.] Pindar wax ootemporarj with Aristides and 
Cimon, in whom the glory of acoient GrBSOS was at its haiglit. 
Wlien Xei-xes inyadad Greece, PindiK was imo to tlie oommoa 
interest of liis country; tlioncli Ms fellow-oitizens, the Tliebans, 
had sold ttiamselves to ths Pex-aian king. Ill one of his odea 
he espreases tha great diatreBS and anxiety of Ms mmd, oeoa- 
Bioned by the vast prepai'aliona of Xerxas t4!am8t Greeoa. 
(ftftin. 8.) In anothei- he oelebrataa the ylctonea of Salami^ 
Platcea, and IBmei'a. (PySi. 1.) It will be neoessary to add 
two or three othar pai'tjoulara of his life, raal or fabnlous, in 
order to esplidn what follows in tha test oonoaming him. PiraL 
then, he was thought tobeso OTBat aiiivonrite of Apollo, that 
the piiesta of that deity allottBa Mm a oonatimt ehai-a of their 
ufferinga. It was siud of Mm as of some other lllustnons men. 
that at Mb burHi a swium of bees lighted on hia lips, aud fed 
Mm with thair honey. It was also a traditlou concernhig Mm, 
that Pan was heard to recila his poetry <Hirt seen danoing to 
one of hia hymns on the m ai Th b . But a tesd 
hbtorical f^ct in hia life is, h tli Th ans imposed a large 
fine upon him on aooouiit o th ti whi h he espreasad 
in hia poems for that hero p t, h by the people of 
Athens in defence of the oo nm iy, which his own 
fellow-oilazenBhadBhamafu ti y And aa tlia argumOTt 
of Uiis ode imphea, that gre poe tal ts and high senti- 
ments of liberty do racipnio y p ofl au as ist each othar, 
so Pindar is pei'hapa the mos P yp-oo f this connec- 
tion, which oocurs in histoiy. The Thehans were remarkable, 
in senecaL for a slayish dlsposiiioii thvoogh ah tha fortnnes 
of flieu^ commonwealth; at the thna of its ruin by PhiHpi 
and eyen hi its bast state, underflie administi'ation of Peiopidas 
and Epaminondas! and eyery one knows, they wars no leas 
remar^hlo fbr great dulness, and want of oJI genius. That 
Phidar shonld Eive equally distmguiBhed hunself ftom th- 
reat of his fellow-ci"- :--i...l- <■!."»" ".."-."<- «™<, =^ 

what extraordinai^ , 
by the preceding obsi 



Alluding to his Dafenoe of the Feopla of 
j^^, Salmasius. See partioulariy tha manner in 
imBBlf speaks of that undertakmg, in the jntcoduo- 



£ng1and a: 
which he L. 
tiou to his reply u>. ... — ». , - . , 

Stanza iy. 3.1 Edward the Third; fiom whom descended 
Hamr Hastings, tMrd Eia'l of Huntingdon, by the daughter of 
the Duka of Clarence, brother to Edwai'd the Fourth. 

Stanza y. 3.] At Whittington, a rillage on the edga of 
Soarsdale in Derbyshire, the Earla of Dayonshire and D^by, 
with the Lord Dolamere, privately concertad the plan of the 
Bevoluaon. The house in which thay met is at present a fann- 
house, and the country people disUngmah the room where tliey 
BBt, by tha name of tSe plotting parlour. . , . ,„ 

"6.11. Ode yii. Stanza ii. 1.1 Mr. Locke died m 1704, whea 
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Mr. HoadJy was beguming to diatinguish QimaBlf in the oauao 
of civil and religious liberty; Lord Godolphin in 1712, when 
OiB doctrineB of the Jaoohite fection were ohiefly favoured by 
those in power; Lord Somere in l?lfl, amid the pradaoes ■jf the 
noniuring olei'gy agninst Hie protostant establishment r aiid 
Lmd Stanhope m 1T81, during the oontroversy with the lower 
bouse of convooation. 

B.ii, Odex. StanzaT.] During Mr. Pope's war wiUi Theo- 
bald, Concanen, and ibe rest of their tribe, Mr. Warhucton, 
Uie present Lord Bishop of Gloucester, did witli great zeal 
ColtiTato their Mendshlp ; having bean introduoed, foraoothj at 
. tie meotinffl of that respectable ooiifsdoraiwj a avour wbicb 
he afterwi^ apoie of iu yer y high terms of complaoeuoy and 
iSiankiiilneas. At the same traie, in Ma interoonrse with them, 
he treated Mr. Pope in a most contemptnons manner, and as a 
■writer withont genius. Of the truth of these assertions his 
lordship can have no doubt| if he recollects his own oorrespon- 
denee with. Coucanen ; a part of which is slill in bdng, and will 
probably be remembered as long as any of this prelate's 

B. lL Ode siiil] In the year 1T61 appeared a verg- splendid 
edition, iu quarto, of " Memoirea pour servir k I'Histolre da 
la Maison de Brandebourg. i Berlin et i la Have;" with a 
ptivilega fflgned Frederic; The same being engraved in nnilation 
of hond-wnting. In. this adiHon, among other extraordinary 
passnges, are tSe two followhig, to whidi the third stanza of 
this o3e more particularly reffers : — 

F^e 163. " Use fit UQ8 migration (tbeaufiioris speaimg 
of what happened on the revocation of Om edict of Nantes) dont 
on n'avoit gu^re vu d'esemples dans i'histoire ; nn penple en- 
tier EOrHt <Si rojaamo par I'esprit de parti en haine 3u pape, et 
pour ceoevoir sous un auire ciel la communion sous les deux 
esp^ees: quatre cena miUe Imee B'expatriorent ainsi et aban- 
donnerent tous leur blena pour d^tonner dons d'antces temples 
]es vJeuK pseamnes de Clement Marot." . ,. , 

Page a*a. "La orainta donna le jora' h la cr^dulite, et 
I'amom- propre intercssa bientot le ciel au destin des hnnmes." 
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HYMN TO THE NAIADS. 1746. 
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O'ee yonder eastern hill the twilight pale 

Walks forth from darkness ; and the God of day, 

"With bright Astr^a seated by his side, 

Waits yet to leave the ocean. Tarry, Nymphs, 

Ye Nymphs, ye blae-ey'd progeny of Thames, 

Who now the mazes of this rugged heath 

Trace with your fleeting steps ; who all night long 

Eepeat, amid tie cool, and tranquil air, 

Your lonely murmurs, tarry ; 

My offer'd lay. To pay you 
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HYMN TO THE NAIADS. 



383 



T leave the gates of sleep ; nor shall my lyre 
Too far into the splendid hours of mom 
Engage your audience : my observant hand 
Shall close the strain ere any sultry beam 
Approach you. To your subterranean haunts 
Ye then may timely steal ; to pace with care 
The humid sands ; to loosen from the soil 
The bubbling sources ; to direct the rills 
To meet in wider channels ; or beneath 
Some grotto's dripping arch, at height of noon sn 
To slumber, ahelter'd from the burning heaven. 

Where shall my song begin, ye Nymphs? or end? 
Wide is your praise and copious. — First of things, 
First of the lonely powers, ere Time arose. 
Were Love and Chaos. Love, the sire of Fate ; 
Elder than Chaos. Born of Fate was Time, 
WTio many sons and many comely births 
Devoup'd, relentless father ; tiU the child 
Of Rhea drove him from the upper sky, !S 

And quell'd his deadly might. Then social reign'd 
The kindred powers, Tethys, and reverend Ops, 
And spotless Vesta ; while supreme of sway 
Remain'd the Cloud-compeller. From the couch 
Of Tethys sprang the sedgy-crowned race, 
Who from a thousand urns, o'er every clime. 
Send tribute to their parent; and from them 
Are ye, Naiads : Arethusa fair. 
And tuneful Aganippe ; that sweet name, 
Bandusia j that soft family which dwelt 
With Syrian Daphne ; and the honour'd tribes « 
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384 HYMN TO THE NAIADS. 

Belov'd of Pceon. Listen to my strain, 
Daughters of Tetiiys : listen to your praise. 

You, Nymphs, the winged offspring, which of old 
Aurora to divine Astrseus bore, 
Owns ; and your aid beseeeheth. When the might 
Of Hyperion, from his noontide throne, 
Unbends their languid pinions, aid from you 
They ask ; Favonius and the mild South-west 
From you relief implore. Your sallying streams 
Fresh vigour to their weary wings impart. sa 

Again they fly, disporting ; from the mead 
Half ripen'd and the tender blades of com, 
To sweep the noxious mildew ; or dispel 
Contagious steams, which oft the parched earth 
Breathes on her fainting sons. From noon to eve, 
Along the river and the paved brook, ■ 
Ascend the oheerftil breezes : hail'd of bards 
Who, fast by learned Cam, the -ffiolian lyre 
Solicit i nor unwelcome to the youth 
Who on the heights of Tibur, all inclin'd w 

O'er rushing Anio, with a pious hand 
The reverend scene delineates, broken fanes, 
Or tombs, or pillar'd aqueducts, the pomp 
Of ancient Thne ; and haply, while he scans 
The ruins, with a silent tear revolves 
The fame and fortune of imperious Rome. 

You too, Nymphs, and your uneuvious aid 
The rural powers confess ; and still prepare 
For you their choicest treasures. Pan commands. 
Oft as the Dehan king with Sirius holds ™ 
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The centra] heavens, tlie father of the grove 
Commands his Dryads over your ahodes 
To spread their deepest umbrage. Well the god 
Eemembereth how indulgent ye supplied 
Tour geoial dews to nurse them in tbeir prime. 
Pales, the pasture's queen, where'er ye stray, 
Pursues your steps, delighted ; and the path 
With living verdure clothes. Around your haunts 
The laughing Chloris, with profusest hand, 
Throws wide hei- blooms, her odours. Still with 

Pomona seeks to dwell ; and o'er the lawns, 
And o'er the vale of Richmond, where with Thames 
Te love to wander, Amalthea pours 
Well-pleas'd the wealth of that Ammonian horn, 
Her dower; unmindful of the fragrant isles 
Nyssean or Atlantic. Nor canst thou, 
(Albeit oft, ungrateful, thou dost roock 
The beverage of the sober Naiad's urn, 
Bromius, Lenaean) nor canst thou 
Disown the powers whose bounty, ill repaid, » 
With nectar feeds thy tendrils, Tet from me, 
Tet, blameless Nymphs, from my delighted lyre, 
Accept the rights your bounty well may claim ; 
Nor heed the scoffings of the Edonian band. 

For better praise awaits you. Thames, your sire, 
As down the verdant slope your duteous rills 
Descend, the tribute stately Thames n 
Delighted ; and your piety applauds ; 
And bids his copious tide roll on s 
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For faithful are his daughters ; and with words 
Auspicious gratulates the bark which, now im 

His banks forsaking, her adventurous wings 
Yields to the breeze, with Albiou's happy gifts 
Extremest isles to bless. And oft at morn, 
When Hermes, from Olympus bent o'er earth 
To hear the words of Jove, on yonder hill 
Stoops lightly-sailing ; oft intent your springs 
He views ; and waving o'er some new-born stream 
His blest pacific wand, " And yet," he cries, 
" Yet," cries the son of Maia, " though recluse 
And sUent be your stores, from you, fair Nymphs, 
Flows wealth and kind society to men. iia 

By you my function and my honour'd name 
Do I possess ; while o'er the Ecetic vale. 
Or through the towers of Memphis, or the palms 
By sacred Ganges water'd, I conduct 
The English merchant ; with the buxom fleece 
Of fertile Ariconium while I clothe 
Sarmatian kings ; or to the household gods 
Of Syria, from the bleak Cornubian shore, 120 

Dispense the mineral treasure which of old 
Sidonian pilots sought, when this fair land 
Was yet uuconsclous of those generous arts 
Which wise Phosnicia from their native dime 
Transplanted to a more indulgent heaven." 

Such aie the words of Hermes ; such the praise, 
Naiada, which from tongues celestial waits 
Your bounteous deeds. From bounty issueth power ; 
And those who, sedulous in prudent works. 
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Eelieve tte wants of nature, Jove repays lai 

"With noble wealth, and his own seat on eartli, 
Fit judgments to pi-onounee, and curb the might 
Of wicked men. Your kind uniailing urns 
Not vainly to the hospitable arts 
Of Hermes yield tkeir store. For, ye Nymphs, 
Hath he not won the unconquerable queen 
Of arms to court your friendship ? You she owns 
The fair associates who extend her sway 
Wide o'er the mighty deep ; and grateful things 
Of you she uttereth, oft as from the shore "u 

Of Thames, or Medway's vale, or the green banks 
Of Vecta, she her thundeiing navy leads 
To Calpe's foaming chanoel, or the rough 
Cantabrian surge; lier auspices divine 
Imparting to the senate and the prince 
Of Albion, to dismay barbaric kings, 
The Iberian, or the Celt. The pride of kings 
"Was ever scorn'd by Pallas : and of old 
Eejoic'd the virgin, from the brazen prow 
Of Atbeus o'er jEgina's gloomy surge, iio 

To drive her clouds and storms ; o'erwhelming all 
The Persian's promis'd glory, when the realms 
Of Indus and the soft Ionian clime. 
When Lybia's torrid champaign and the rocks 
Of cold ImaiJs join'd their servile bands. 
To sweep the sons of Liberty from earth. 
In vain : Minerva on the bounding prow 
Of Athens stood, and with the thunder's voice 
c'd her terrors on their impious heads. 
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And shook her burning Eegis. Xerxes eaw : i«» 
From Hcracleum, on the mountain's height 
Thron'd in his golden car, he knew the sign 
Celestial ; felt unrighteous hope forsake 
His faltering heart, and turn'd his face with shame. 
Hail, je who share the stern Minerva's power; 
Who ai-m the hand of Liberty for war ; 
And give to the renown'd Britannic name 
To awe contending monarchs ; yet benign, 
Yet mild of nature : to the works of peace 
More prone, and lenient of the many ills i™ 

Which wait on human life. Tour gentle aid 
Hjgeia well can witness ; she who saves. 
From poisonous cates and eups of pleasing bane. 
The wretch devoted fo the entangling snares 
Of Bacchus and of Comus. Him she leads 
To Cyntliia's lonely hawnts. To spread the toib, 
To beat the coverts, with the jovial horn 
At dawn of day to summon the loud hounds. 
She calls the lingering sluggard from his dreams ; 
And where his breast may drink the mountain 
breeze, "" 

And where the fervour of the sunny vale 
May beat upon his brow, through devious paths 
Beckons his rapid courser. Nor when ease, 
Cool ease and welcome slumbers have becaUn'd 
His eager bosom, does the queen of health 
Her pleasing care withhold. His decent board 
She guards, presiding ; and the frugal powers 
With joy sedate leads in: and while the brown 
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Enncean. dame with Pan presents her stores ; 
While chan^og still, and comely in the change, 
Vertumnus and Hie Hours before him spread m 
The garden's ban<iuet ; you to crown his feast, 
To crown his feast, Naiads, you the fair 
Hygeia calls ; and from your shelving seats. 
And groves of poplar, plenteous cups ye bring, 
To slake his veiiiS : till soon a purer tide 
Flows down those loaded channels ; washeth off 
The dregs of luxury, the lurking seeds 
Of crude disease ; and through the abodes of life 
Sends vigour, sends repose. Hail,. Naiads: hail, 
Who give, to labour, health ; to stooping age, 
The joys which youth had squander'd. Oft your 

Will I invoke; and frequent in your praise, 
Abash the frantic Thyrsus with my song. 

For not estrang'd from your benignant aita 
Is he, the god, to whose mysterious shrine 
My youth was sacred, and my votive cares 
Belong ; the learned Paon. Oft when all 
His cordial treasures he hath search'd in vain ; 
When herbs, and potent trees, and drops of halm 
Rich with the genial influence of the sun, =ii 

(To rouse dark fancy from her plaintive dreams. 
To brace the nerveless arm, with food to win 
Sick appetite, or hush the unquiet breast 
Wbich pines with silent passion) he in vain 
Hath prov'd; to your deep mansions he descends. 
Your gates of humid rock, your dim arcades. 
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He eiiteretli ; where impurpled veina of ore 
Gleam on the roof; where through the rigid mine 
Tour trielcling rills insinuate. There the god ^^ 
From your indulgent liand the streaming bowl 
Wafts to his pale-ej'd suppliants ; wafta the seeds 
Metallic and the elemental salts [soon 

Wash'd from the pregnant glebe. They drink : and 
Flies pain ; flies inauspicious care : and soon 
The social haunt or unfreqtiented shade 
Hears lo, lo Piean ; as of old, 
When Python felL And, propitious Nymphs, 
Oit as for hapless mortals I implore' 
Tour salutary springs, througli every urn sw 

shed your healing treasures ! With the first 
And finest breath, which from the genial strife 
Of mineral fermentation springs, like light 
O'er the fresh moraitig's vapours, lustrate then 
Tlie fountain, and inform the rising wave. 

My lyre shall pay your bounty. Scorn not ye 
That humble tribute. Though a mortal hand 
Excite the strings to utterance, yet for themes 
Not unregarded of celestial powers, 

1 frame their language; and the Muses deign aw 
To guide the pious tenor of my lay. 

The Muses (sacred by their gifts divine) 
In early days did to my wondering sense 
Their secrets oft reveal ; oft my rais'd ear 
In slumber felt their music; oft at noon 
Or hour of sunset, by some lonely stream. 
In field or shady grove, they tawght me words 
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Of power from death and envy to preserve [mind, 
The good man's name. Whence yet with grateful 
And offerings iinprofan'd by ruder eye, ao 

My vows I send, my homage, to the seats 
Of rocky Cirrha, where with you they dwell ; - 
Where you their chaste companions they admit, 
Through all the hallow'd scene ; where oft intent, 
And leanmg o'er Castalia's mossy verge, 
They mark the cadence of your confluent urns. 
How tuneful, yielding gratefullest repose 
To their consorted measure : till again. 
With emulation all the sounding choir, 
And bright Apollo, leader of the song, sen 

Their voices through the liquid air exalt, fstringa 
And sweep their lofty strings, — those powerful 
That charm the mind of gods ; that flU the courts 
Of wide Olympus with oblivion sweet 
Of evils, with immortal rest from cares ; 
Assuage the terrors of the throne of Jove; 
And quench the formidable thunderbolt 
Of unrelenting fire. With slacken'd wings, 
While now the solemn concert breathes around. 
Incumbent o'er the seepti'e of his lord no 

Sleeps the stern eagle; by the number'd notes 
Possess'd ; and satiate with the melting tone ; 
Sovereign of birds. The furious god of war, 
His darts forgetting, and the winged wheels 
That bear him vengeful o'er the embattled plam. 
Relents, and soothes his own fierce heart to ease. 
Most welcome ease. The sire of gods and men. 
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In that great moment of divine deliglit, 
Looks down on all that live ; and whatsoe'er 
He loves not, o'er the peopled earth and o'er m 
The interminated ocean, he heholds 
Curs'd with abhorrence by his doom severe, 
And troubled at the sound. Ye Naiads, ye 
With ravish'd ears the melody attend 
Worthy of eacred silence. But the slaves 
Of Bacchus with tempestuous olamoura strive 
To drown the heavenly strains ; of highest Jove, 
Irreverent ; and by mad presumption fir'd 
Their own discordant raptures to advance 
With hostile emulation. Down they rush m 

From Nyaa'a vine-impurpled clifF, the dames 
Of Thrace, the Satyrs, and the unruly Fauns, 
With old Silenus, reeling through the crowd 
Which gambols round him, in convulsions wild 
Tossing their limbs, and brandishing in air 
The ivy-mantled thyrsus, or the torch 
Thro' black smoke flaming, to the Phrygian pipe's 
Shrill voice, and to the flashing cymbals, mix'd 
With shrieks and frantic uproar. May the gods 
From every unpolluted ear avert an 

Their orgies ! If within the seats of men. 
Within the walla, the gates, where Pallas holds 
Tlie guardian key, if haply there be found 
Who loves to mingle with the revel-band 
And hearken to their accents; who aspires 
From such instructors to inform his breast 
With verse ; let him, fit votarist, implore 
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Their inspiration. He perchance the gifts 

Of young Lyieus, and the dread exploits, 

May sing in aptest numbers : he the fat« «" 

Of sober Pentheus, he the Paphian rites, 

And nak'ed Mars with Cytherea ehain'd, 

And strong AJcides in tJie spinster's robes, 

May celebrate, applauded. But with you, 

Naiada, far from that unhallow'd rout, 

Must dwell the man whoe'er to praised themes 

Invokes the immortal Muse. The immortal Muse 

To your calm, habitations, io the cave 

Corycian or the Delphic mount, wiU guide 

His footsteps ; and witb your unsullied streams sa 

His Ups will batbe: whether tbe eternal lore 

Of Themis, or the majesty of Jove, 

To mortals he reveal ; or teach his lyre 

The unenvied guerdon of the patriot's toils, 

In those unfading islands of the bless'd. 

Where sacred bards abide. Hail, honour'd Nymphs; 

Thrice hail. For you the Cyrenaic shell 

Behold, I touch, revering. To my songs 

Be present ye with favourable feet. 

And all profaner audience far remove. bm 
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IBder than Chaos.] Heaiod, in his Thei^onj;, {^ves a dif- 
ferent aooount, aod mtiies Chaoa tha eldest of bainga, flinagh 
he Bssigna to Lova ndthBC fiither nor superior; which oiroum- 
atamiB i» jwftioulacly msnttoned bj; Phiedtus, in Flato'a Bim- 
quat, ea being ohaervabie not only in Heaiod, but in all othar 
writacB both of Terse and prose; nod on the same oocaaion he. 
oitaa a line fcom PanomideB, in which Love is expressly styled 
the emeat of all tha goda. Yet Aristophanes, in " The Birds," 
jiffirms, that " Chaos, and ITight, and Erebus, and Tmtarus were 
first i and that Lore was prodiiOBd ftom an egg, whioh tha aahls- 
wingod night deposited aaerouneuBO bosom of ErehuB." But, 
it must ha observed, that the Lore darfgned by this ooroio poet 
waa always distjnguished from, the oilier, fWim that original and 
self-exlatent Bamg, the TO ON or ATAeON of Plato, and 
meant only Ihe AHMlOTPrOS or second peraon of the old 
GceciMi trinity! to whom is inscribed a hymn among those 
whicli paas under the name of Orpheus, where he is called 
Proti^nos, or (to firat-begottan, is said to have been bom of 
an egg, and ia represented as the principle or origin of all those 
external appeaiancea of nature. In the fraaaentB of Orpheus, 
oolleoted Qy Henry Stephans, he is named Pimnas, the disoov- 
tirer or diBclosers who unfolded the ideas of tbe supreme Intel- 
hganoe, and eiposed theio to tha perception of interior beings 
in this visible ftame of the world ; as Macrobius, and Proclua, 
and Atkenagoras, aU agteft to Interpret the sereral passages of 
OrpheuB which they hare preserred. 

But the Lots designed in our text is the one sBlf-existent 
and mfinite Mhid, wliom if the generality of ancient mjtholo- 
Msts have not introduced or trufy described hi accounting for 
am productioa of the worid and ita appearances ; yet, to a mo- 
dem poet, it oen be no obisotion that he hath ventured to diifer 
from litem m this partiouTar ; though, in othOT respaota, he pro- 
feaseth to imitate their manner and conform to their opmiona. 
For, in Uiese great points of natural theology, they differ no 
less remarkabhr among themBelves, and ai-e pei-petuolly oon- 
IbundiDg the philosopMcal relationa of things with the tradi- 
(jonary circumatanoea of mythic lustory; upon which very 
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oooount, Calliraaoliiis, in Ma hymn to Jupitflr, dedareth hia 
dissent from them concerning even an article of tlie national 
creed ; adding tliat tlie anciant barda were by no means to be 
depandBd ou. And yet in tliB exordinm of the old Argoniiutio 
poam, aacribad to Oiphous, it is sad, fhat " Love, whom mor- 
mJb ia hiter iamBs calf Phanes, was the iithei- of me eionially- 
begotten Might;" who h gentmilly represented by these myth- 
olcq^oai poa^ as btAng Mrsalf me parent of all thinga ; ajid 
who, in the "Indigitamonta," or Orphic Hymns, is said to ba 
the earns wifli Oypria, ot IjOto itselE Mm-eover, in the body 
of 1Mb Arganautic poem, where the peisooated Ocpheus intro- 
dnoeth himsalf ali^jng to his i™ in reply to Ohiron, he oele- 
bratBlih"the'ob9Daremeaioryof Chaoa, and Uie nalmras whioli 
it oontwned within Itself in a stata of perpetaal vioiBsitiide ; 
bow -the heaven had ita botmdaxy detaimined, the (deration 
of the earOi, the depth of tlie ocean, and also tiis sapient Love, 
OiB moat anoieut, tlie self-enfficiant; with all the bainss which 
ho pradocad when he separated one tiung from anothari'' Which 
noble pasBagaia morodareotlytflArJatotla's pnrpoae ia the first 
book OT hia inetaphysica tlian any of fliose wHoh he lias there 
qnoted, to show that the ancient poete and mythologists agreed 
with Einpedooiaa, Aaaxagonis, and the othac more sober phi- 
losophei's, in that natural ajitioipation and common notion of 
maAind oonoeming the necessity of mind and reason to ao- 
connt fbc the oonneotion, motion, and good order of tka world. 
For thongh naithar this poem nor Hie hymna which pass un- 
der the same name ai^ it ahouid seem, tlie worlt of the real 
Orpheus, yet, beyond all question, tliey are very ancienL The 
hymna, more partionlarly, are allowed to be older than the in- 
vasion of Greece by Xerxes, and were probably & set of public 
and onlnmn forms of devoUon, as appears by a passage m one 
whldi Demostlienes halji ahuost literacy cited in his 



of them, whlcli Demostlieues halji auuost li£eraUy cited in h 
first oration ajodnst Arislogiton, as the Btmng of Orpteas, tl 
fbunder of thSr most ho^ mysteriaa. On this aoeoonL thi ^ 
are of higher authoritythiai any oliieFiiythoiogioal work now 
extant, ffie Thei^ny of Hesiod hiraself^not excepted. The 






_^ , „ with its deligh 

sion npon the mind, cannot be better aspressed than in tlmt 
remarkable description with which they inspired the German 
editor Esohenbacli, when he accidentally met wilt them at 
Leipaic: "Theaaumm me repariaae oredidi," says ha, "at pro- 
fecto thesaurum repori. Incredibile dictu quo me saero hor. 
rore ^ttaverint indiriiamenta lata deorum: nam et tempos ad 
iiiomm iectionem eligere cogabar, qnod vol solum horrorem 

templando urbis splandore, et in odeundis, 
js ilia, viris doctis! sola nos restabat, qafun 
_ _ ■e potui. Ill abyssum qnendam raysteriomni 

venerandiB antiquitsitia deacandere videbar, quoKesounqae ai- 
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Line 26. L(»ie,ikesireofFate.l Fate ia tbe HniverBol flyatam 
of natural canses; the work of the Omnipotent Mind, or of 
Love : so Hmuoins Felix : " Quid enim aliud est fatuiu, quatn 
quod de unoquoque nostrum deus fatus est." So also Cicero, lu 
itio First Book ou Divination: "Fatnm antem Id appello, quod 
OcDCoi filPUAPMEMHN : id eat, oidiQem seriemque onusarum, 
oum oaiua oausss uexa rem ex se ^gnat — ex quo inleUigltur, 
ut feituin Bit con id quod supel^^tltlose, aed id quod physios 
dieitur causa setema remm." To the same purpose is the 
doctrine of Hieroeles, in that excellent fragment concerning 
Providence and Destiny. As to the three Fatea, or Deati- 
niea of the poets, they represented that part of the geceral 
system of natur^ causes which relates to man, and to other 
mortal beings ; for so we are told in the hymn addressed to 
them among tiie Orphic Indigltamenta, where they are called 
the danghteis of Night (or Love), and, contrary to tiie vulgai 
notion, are disHnguiSiad by the epithets of gentle and teniSr- 
heart«d. According to Hesiod, Theog. ver. B04, they were the 
daughters of Jupiter nnd Themis; bnt in the Orphic Hymn to 
Venus, or Love, that goddess is directly styled the mother of 
Necesaity^and is represented, jnmiediately after, as governing 
the three Destiaies, and oonduoting Uie whole system of natu- 
ral oaoses. 

Line 28. Bom of Fate aas 'nmB.\ Cronos, Saturn, or Time, 
Iras, according to ApoUodm-aa, the son of Cielum and Tetlus, 
But the author of the Hynina giyes it quite oiidiaguised by 
mythological language, and calK him plaiiiiy the offipring of 
tlie earth »id the starry heaven ; tliat is, of Fate, as esplamed 
in the preceding note. 

Line 3,7. Wka irmny siHu decear'd.] The iiuowii l^ble of 
Saturn devouring liis children was certainly meajit tfl imply 
the dissolution of natural bodies; which are produced and de- 
stawyed by Time. 

Line as. T%e dm of Bhea-i Jupiler, so called by Pindar. 

Line 29. Urove Mm Jrom iieiffipaf a%.] That Jupiter de- 
throned his father Saturn is recomed by all the mytholomsts. 
Phurnutus, or Comutus, the author of a little Greek treatise 
on the nature of the gods, informs us Uiat by Jupiter was 
meant the vegetable soul of the world, which restrained and 
prevented tbose uncertain alterations which Satom, or Tim^, 



arly to cause in the mundane system. 
Line 80. Then sodai reign'd.] Our mythology here aup- 
poseth, that before the eatabhsiunent of the vitalj vegetative 
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tlastio nature (represented by Jupiter), the four elements ware 
1 a vaiiable and niisetUed conditjoii ; but afterwai'ds, well- 
disposed and III peaoe among themBalves. Tettiya was the wife 
of the Oceoa; Ops, or Bhea, the Earth; Veata, the eldest 
daughter of Saturn, Fire; aiid the oioud-oompaller, or Znif 
ve^fisrycpinic, the Air; thoagh he also represented the plaatio 
principle of nature, as may be seen in the Orphic hymn in- 
scribed tu him. 

Line 34. 2'he Mdgs-cromted race.] The river-goda; who, 
Booording to Hesiod's Theogony, were the sons of Ooeanna 
and Tethys. 

Line B8. Frvm (Rem are ye, ffaiadi.'i The descent of the 
N^dds is less certain than moat points of the Greek mytiio- 
logy. Homer, Odyss. xilL lanipai biog. Virgil, in the Eighth 
Book of the Jlneid, speaks as if the Njmphs, or H^ads, wer« 
the parents of the riversi but in thisia oontradicts the testi- 
mony of Hesiod, and evidently departs from the orthodox ays- 
tem, whioh representeth several nymphs as retrining to arery 
^gle river. On the other hand, OaDimaohuB, who was yery 
learned in all the Bohool-di»lnity of Qioaa tones, in his hymn 
to DaloB, maketh Peneus, the great Thessallan riTBc-god, the 
fether rf hie nymphsi and Ovid, in the fourleeath book of his 
MetamciphoeeB, mentions the Naads of ]>*'"'" »= fh" imTna, 

.niillv. hotll hj « . ,., 

to which they belong. . 

Line 40. Bvrimt SiqMe.\ The grove of Dsmhne m Syria, 
near Antioch, wae famouB for its deTightfol fomit^ns. 

Lme 10. The tribes btlm'd byPaoa^ Mineral aad medioinal 
springs. Pffion was the physician of the sods. 

Line 43. The tiimged opprmg.] The Wmds ; who, accord- 
ing to Hesiod and Apollodorus, were the sons of Aatrasua and 

Lhie 46, S™eHoB-J A sou of C»lum and Tallns, and fa- 
ther of the Sun, who is thence called, by Pindar, Hyperionides. 
But Hyperion is put by Homer, in the same manner as here, 
for the Snn himaelf. 

Lme 4B. lour saUmg stream.] The state of the atmo- 
srfiere with respect to rest and motioQ is, in several ways, 
sSfeeted by rivers and running streams ; and that more espe- 
cially in hot seasons: firat they destroy its equiUbrium, by 
cooluig those parts of it with which they are in contact ; and 
seconmy, they commnnioate their own motion; and the air 
whioh is tlras moved by them, behig less heated, is of conse- 
quence more elastic than other parts of the atmospliere, luid 
'0 preserve and to propagate that '""'■"" 

in tlie Orphic hymn in 
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Line 79. CWms.] The ancient Greek name for Flora, 
Line S3. Amal&ea.] The mother of tha first Bacchna, whose 
birth and edaoation was written, as Kodorns Sioulns informs 
us, in the old Pelssgic ohaiaoter, by Thymcetes, grandson to 
Laoiuedon, and coutemponu? v/ith Orpheus. Thymcetes had 
liavelled over Libya to the country which borders on the wea- 
tem ocean ; there he saw the lEland of Nyaa, and learned tfom 
the inhabitaota, that " Ammon, ting of Obya, was married in 
former ages to Bhea, Bister of Saturn and me Titans: that he 
afterwards fell in Iots with a beautiful Tirgiu whose name was 
AuuHthea; hod by bar a son, and eave nar possession of a 
neighbaariug tract of land, wonderfully fertile; which, in shape 
nei^y resembling Uie bom of an oi:, v&s tbence called tha 
Hesperian liom, and aftenvarda Uie horn of Amalthea; that, 
fearing the jealousy of Rhea, he concealed the young Bacoh'os, 
■with his mother, ui the isle of Hysa;" the beauty of which 
Diodocus desoribes with great dignity and pomp of style. 
This fable is one of the noblest hi t^ the ancient mythologj, 
and seems to have made a particnlar impression on the iinasi- 
nation of Milton; the only modern poet (unless perhaps it be 
necessary to except Spenser) who, in diese mysterious tradi- 
tions of the poeHo story, had a heart to fael, and words to er 
press, tha aimpla and aoht-ary ee"" — '" ---"----■— '^- —-- 
the idea of his Paradise, be prefei' 



10 called from Edonus, a monntam of Tbi'aoe, 
where liis rites wei'e celebrated. 

Line 105. Wh^i Benaes,] Hsrmes, or Mercury, WHS the 

non of commercai in which benevolent character he is ad- 
sed by the author of the lodigamenta, in these beautifiji 



Line 121. DigjBMe tte mineral treamre.] The merchants of 
Sidon and Tyre made frequent voyi^es to the coast of Corn- 
wall, from whence they carried home great quantides of tin. 

Lice 136. Halh he nol won.] Mercury, the patron of oom- 
mereo, baing so greatly dependent on the good offiees of the 
Kaiads, in return obtains lor tbein the friondBhip of Minerva, 
the goddess of vex: for mlhtary power, at least me naval part 
of it, hath oanstjmtly followad the aslabliahment of trade; 
'which esemplifies the preceding observation, that " from 
bounty issnafli power." 
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Line 148. Calpe— Caviahriaa mryf,.] Gibraltar and the 
Bay of Biscay. , „ ^... . , j «. 

Line 150. ^gma's gloomy swge.\ Near this island, Uie 
AaianiBna obtained UiB victory of Salamis, over the Persian 

Tin a IBO. Xeroes sojd.] TliiB droomstoJioa is recorded in 
that paBB^e, perhaps the moat aplenfla among s^tha remsina 
of anolent^tory, wliere Plutarch, in lua Life of ThamiatooleB, 
deBoribea the aeardglils of Artemisium and SalanuB. 

Line 304. Thynm.^ A staff, or spaar, wreathed ronud wjlh 
tyy; of oonstatit use in Uie BBCohanaliiHi mysteriea. 

Line 227, /o, FiBim.\ An exclamation of victory and tri- 
umph, derived from ApoUo'a encounter with Python. 

Line 362. Cirrfto.J Ona of the summita of PamassuB, and 
saored to Apollo. Near it were aeTaral fountaina, said to be 
ftfflinented by the Muses. Njaa, tlie other eminonoe of the 
Earns mountain, was dedicated to Baoohoa. 

Line 363. ChoTm the mind of gods.] This whole passage, 
conoeruing tha effects of saered mu^o among the gods, is 
t^en from Pmdar'a flrat Pythian ode. 

Line 297. Phrywm p^e'i. The Plirygiou music was fan- 
tastic and turbulent, and fit to excite disorderly passiona. 

Line 302. Tie oatea aAiere PbBo* W& 

The oWiKo» W] It was (be office of Minerva 
to be the guardian of walled cities; whence she was named 
nOAIAL and HOAIOTXOS, and tad her statues placed iu 
thek gates, being supposed to keep the teya, ani on that ac- 
count styled KAHaOTXOS. 

I.i'n a 310. Fate of sober Pentteus.] Pentheus was torn in 
pieces by ^e haou&anahan priesta and women, for deapising 
th«r mysteriea. 

Line 318. The caxe Oa-sdan.] Of this cave Pausomas, m 
his Tenth Boolt, gives the following description; "Betwean 
Delphi and the eminences of Parnassus, is a road to the grotto 
of Corycinm, which has its name tVom tha nymph Corycia, and 
iB by &r the most remarltable which I have seen. One wav wait 
a great way hito it without a torch. 'Tis of a considerable 
h&t, and hath several springs within it: and yet a much 
greater quantily of water distila trom tha shell and roof, so as 
fo bo oontuHi^y dropping on the ground. The peirole ronnd 
PamsBBUB hold it sacred to the Corycian nymphs and to Fan." 

Line 318. De^c mOMJU.] Delphi, the seat and Oracle or 
Apollo, had a monntainoos and rooky situation on the skirts 
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:o attempt somewhat In the same manner, solely by way of 
exercise; themaanerltBdlf belugnoralmosteutiFelyiibandoaed 
Q poetry. And aa the mare gBiiealogy, oi' the personal adven- 
^raa of heathen gods, oould have been but little interesting to 
i modern reader, it was therefoi'e thought proper to seTeot 

lient part of the history of nature, and to employ 

it dlTmities aa it is probable they were first am- 
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To me, whom in their lays tlte slieplierda call 
Acttea, daughter of tte neighbouring stream, 
This cave belongs. The fig-tree and the vine, 
Which o'er the rocky entrance downward ahoot. 
Were placed by Glycoti. He with cowslips pale, 
Primrose, and purple lychnis, deck'd the green 
Before my threshold, and my shelvbg walls 
With honeysuckle cover'd. Here at noon, 
Lull'd by the murmur of my rising fount, 
I slumber ; here my clustering fruits I tend ; 
Or, from the humid flowers at break of day, 
Fresh garlands weave, and chase fi-om all my bounds 
Each thing impure or noxious. Enter in, 
O stranger, undismay'd. Nor bat nor toad 
Here lurka ; and, if thy breast of blameless thoughts 
Approve thee, not unwelcome ahalt thou tread 
My quiet mansion ; chiefly, if thy name 
Wise Pallas and the immortal Muses own. 



FOE A S-CATTJB OF CH4UCBR AT WOODSTOCK. 

SocH was old Chaucer; such the placid mien 
Of him who first with harmony inibrm'd 
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The laDguage of our fathers. Here he dwelt 
For many a cheerful day. These ancient waOs 
Have ofien heard him, while his legends blithe 
He sang ; of love, or knighthood, or the wiles 
Of homely life r through each estate and age, 
The fashions and the follies of the world 
With cunning hand porteayipg. Though perchance 
From Blenheim's towers, O stranger, thou art come 
Glowmg with Churchill's trophies ; yet in vaim 
Dost thou applaud them if thy breast be cold 
To him, this other hero ; who, in times 
Dark and untaught, began with charming verse 
To tame the rudeness of his native land. 



III. 

Whoe'er thou art whose path in 

Thro' yonder village, turn thee where the grove 

Of branching oaks a rural palace old 

Imbosoms, There dwells Albert, generous lord 

Of all the harvest round. And onward thence 

A low plain chapel fronts the morning light 

Fast by a silent rivulet. Humbly walk, 

stranger, o'er the consecrated ground ; 

And on that verdant hillock, which thou seest 

Beset with osiers, let thy pious hand 

Sprinkle fresh water from the hiook, and strew 

Sweet-smelling flowers. For there doth Edmund 

The learned shepherd; for each rural ait [lest, 

Fam'd, and for songs harmonious, and the woes 



iiMP^h, Google 



maCKirTiOHS. 4UiJ 

Of ill-requited love. The faithless pride 
Of feir Matilda sank him to the grave [Ten, 

In manhood's prime. But soon did righteous Hea- 
With tears, with sharp remorse and pining care, 
Avenge her falsehood. Nor could all the gold 
And nuptial pomp, which lur'd her plighted faith 
From Edmund to a loftier husband's home, 
Kelieve her breaking heart, or turn aside 
The strokes of death. Go, traveller ; relal« 
The mournful story. Haply some fair maid 
May hold it in remembrance, and be taught 
That riches eannot ])ay for truth or love- 



virgins ; declining eld; 
O pale misfortune's slaves ; O ye who dwell 
UnknowD with humble quiet ; ye who wait 
In courts, or fill the golden seat of kings ; 
sons of sport and pleasure; O thou wretch 
That weep'st for jealous love, or the sore wounds 
Of conscious guilt, or death's rapacious hand 
Which left thee void of hope; O ye who roam 
In exile ; ye who, through the embattled field. 
Seek bright renown; or who for cobler palms 
Contend, the leaders of a public cause; 
Approach : behold this marble. Know ye not 
The features ? Hath not oft his faitUftil tongue 
Told you the fashion of your own estate, 
The secrets of your bosom ? Here then, round 
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Hia monument with reverence while ye stand, 
Say to each other: "This was Shakespeare's form; 
Who walk'd in every path of human life, 
Felt every passion ; and to ali mankind 
Doth now, will ever, that experience yield 
Which his own genius only could acquire." 

V. 

GVXIELMVS III. F0RTI3 PITS, LIBERATOR, CVM 
INEVNTB t 



SALTS II'SE TNICA; CTM MOX ITIDEM KEIPVB- 

LICAB BKITANNICAB VINDEX KENVNCIATVS ES- 

SBT ATQVE STATOR; TVM DENIQVE AD ID SB 

NATVM RECOGNOVIT ET BEGEM FACTVM, VT 

CVKAR15T NE DOMINO IMPOTENTI CEDEBEKT 

PAS, FIDES, POKTVNA, GENEKI3 HVMANI. 

AVCTOKI PVBLICAE PELICITATIS 



FOE A COLUMN AT RTJNNTMEDE. 

Thou who tlie verdant plain dost traverse liere, 
WhOe Thames among his willows from thy view 
Retires ; stranger, stay thee, and the scene 
Around contemplate well. This is the pla«e 
Where England's ancient barons, clad in arms 
And stem with conquest, from their tyrant king 
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(Then render'd tame) did challenge and secure 
The charter of thy freedom. Pass not ou 
Till thou hast bless'd their memory, and paid 
Those thanks whict God appointed the reward 
Of public virtue. And if chance thy home 
Salute thee with a father's honour'd name, 
Go, call thy sons ; instruct them what a debt 
They owe their ancestors; and make fliem swear 
To pay it, by transmitting down entire 
Those sacred rights to which themselves were born. 

vir. 



Approach in silence. 'Tis no vulgar tale 

Which I, the Dryad of this hoary oak, 

Pronounce to na,ortal ears. The second age 

How hastcneth to its period, since I rose 

On this fair lawn. The groves of yonder vale 

Are all my offspring; and each Nymph, who guarda 

The copses and the furrow'd fields beyond, 

Obeys me. Many changes have I seen 

In human things, and many awful deeds 

Of justice, when the ruling hand of Jove 

Agaicst the tyrants of the land, against 

The uahallow'd sons of luxury and guile, 

Was arm'd for retribution. Thus at length 

Expert in laws divine, I know the paths 

Of wisdom, and erroneous folly's end 

Have oft presag'd ; and now well-pleas'd I wait 
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Each evening till a nolile youlii, who loves 
My shade, awhile releas'd from public caves, 
Ton peaceful gate shall enter, and sit down 
Beneath my branches. Then his musing mind 
1 prompt, unseen ; and place before his view 
Sincerest forms of good ; and move his heart 
With the dread bounties of Ihe Sire supreme 
Of gods and men, with freedom's generous deeds. 
The 10% voice of glory and the faith 
Of sacred friendship. Stranger, I have told 
My function. If within thy bosom dwell 
Aught which may challenge praise, thou wilt not 
Unhonour'd my abode, nor shall I hear [leave 
A sparing benediction from thy tongue. 

VIII. 

Te powers unseen, to whom the bards of Greece 

Erected altars ; ye who to the mind 

More lofty views unfold, and prompt the heart 

With more divine emotions ; if ere while 

Not quite unpieasing have my votive rites 

Of you been deem'd, when oft this lonely seat 

To you I consecrated ; then vouchsafe 

Here with your instant energy to erowa 

My happy solitude. It is the hour 

When most I love to ijivoke you, and have felt 

Most frequent your glad ministry divine. 

The !ur is calm : the sun's unveiled orb 

Shines in the middle heaven. The harvest round 
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Stands quiet, and among the golden sheaves 
The reapers lie reelin'd. The neighbourmg groves 
Are mute ; nor even a linnet's random strain 
Echoeth amid the silence. Let me feel 
Tour influence, ye kind powers. Aloft in heaven, 
Abide ye? or on those transparent clouds 
Pass ye from hill to hill ? or on the shades 
Which yonder elms cast o'er the lake below 
Do you converse retir'd ? From what lov'd haunt 
Shall I expect you ? Let me once more feel 
Tour influence, O ye kind inspiring powers : 
And I will guard it well 5 nor shah a thought 
Eiae in ray mind, nor shall a passion move 
Across my bosom, unobserv'd, unstor'd 
By faithful memory. And then at some 
More active moment, will I call them forth 
Anew ; and join them in majestic forms, 
And give them utterance in harmonious strains ; 
That all mankind shall wonder at your sway. 

IS. 

Me though in life's sequester'd vale 
The Almighty Sire ordain'd to dwell, 
Eemote from glory's toilsome ways. 
And the great scenes of public praise ; 
Tet let me still with grateful pride 
Remember how my infant frame 
He temper'd with prophetic flame, 
And early music to my tongue supplied. 
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'Twas then my future fate lie weigh'd, 
And, this be thy concern, he said, 
At once with Passion's keen alarms. 
And Beauty's pleasurable charms, 
Aud sacred Truth's eternal light, 
To move the various mind of Man ; 
Till, under one unblemish'd plan, 
His Reason, Fancy, and his Heart unite. 
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TnmCE has the spring beheld thy faded fame, 
And tiiB fourth winter rises on tliy shame, 
Since I exuhing grasp'd the votive shell, 
In sounds of trmmpli all thy praise to tell ; 
Blest could my skill through ages make thee shine, 
And pi-oud to mix my memory with thine. 
Ent now the cause that wak'd ray aong before, 
With praise, with triumph, crowns the toil no more. 
If to the glorious man whose faithful cares, 
Nor (juell'd by malice, nor relax'd by years, 
Had aw'd Ambition's wild audacious hate, 
And dragg'd at length Corruption to her fate j 
If every tongue its large applauses ow'd, 
And well-earn'd laurels every iiluse bestow'd ; 
If public Justice urg'd the high reward. 
And Freedom smil'd on the devoted bard; 

1 Cnrio w!is a yonng Roman senator of distinguished birth 
and parts, who, upon liis flrsl entrance into Iha forum, had been 

;»4.,j 4., .( ^ pf Cicero. Being profuse and extrBTO- 

and splendid ibrtnne ; to suppiy 
■an to the necessltj-of ahettmg 
the designs of CsBsar against the liberties of his oounlrv-, il- 
thongh ha had before been a professed anemy to him. (Soero 
exerted himself with great energy to prevent his ruin, but 
without effect, and he becsma one of the first viotims in the 
civil war. This apistle was first published in the year 1J44, 
when a celebra-ted patriot, after a long, and at last successflil 
opposition to an unpopular minister, had deserted the cause of 
his country, and became the foremost in support and defence 
of the same measures he had so steadily and for snch a length 
of time contended ag^unst. 

2D 
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Say then, to him whose leyitj or lust 
Laid all a people s gei erou hopes in dust ; 
Who taught Amhition firmei he ghls of power, 
And say'd Coiroption al her hopeless hour ; 
Does not each tongue its execiations owe? 
Shall not each Muse a wreith of sh une hestow ? 
And puhllc Justice santtiiy the aw^rl' 
And Freedom's hand protect the impartial bard? 

Yet long rehictant I forbore tby name, 
Long watcb'd thy virtue like a dying flame, 
Hung o'er each glimmering sparli with anxious eyes. 
And wish'd and hop'd the light again would rise. 
But since thy guilt still more entire appears, 
Since no art hides, no supposition clears ; 
Since vengeful Slander now too sinks her blast, 
And the first rage of Party-hate is past ; 
Calm as the judge of truth, at length I come 
To weigh thy merits, and pronounce thy doom: 
So may my trust from all reproach be free ; 
And Earth and Time confirm the fair decree- 
There are who say they view'd without amaze 
The sad reverse of all thy former praise : 
That, through the pageants of a patriof^s name, 
They pierc'd the foulness of thy secret aim ; 
Or deem'd thy arm exalted hut to throw 
Tbe public thunder on a private foe. 
But I, whose soul consented to thy cause, 
Who felt thy genius stamp its own applause, 
Who saw the spirits of each glorious age 
Move in thy bosom, and direct thy rage ; 
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I scorii'd tho ungenerous gloss of slavish minds, 
The owl-ey'd race, whom Virtue's lustre blinds. 
Spite of the learned in the ways of vice, 
And all who prove that each man has his price, 
I still believ'd thy end was just and free ; 
And yet, evea yet believe it — spite of thee. 
Even though thy mouth impure has dar'd disclaim, 
Urg'd by the wretched impoteace of shame, 
Whatever filial care thy zeal had paid 
To laws infirm, and liberty decay'd; 
Has begg'd Ambition to forgive the show ; 
Has toid Corruption thou wert ne'er her foe; 
Has boasted in thy country's awful ear, 
Her gross delusion when she held thee dear ; 
How lame she foliow'd thy tempestuous call. 
And heard thy pompous tales, and trusted all. — 
Eise from your sad abodes, ye curst of old 
For laws subverted, and for cities sold! 
Paint all the noblest trophies of your guilt, 
The oaths you ^erjur'd, and the blood you spilt ; 
Yet must you one untempted vileness own. 
One dreadful palm reserv'd for him alone ; 
With studied arts his country's praise to spurn. 
To beg the infamy he did not earn. 
To challenge bate when honour was his due. 
And plead his crimes where all his virtue knew. 
Do robes of state the guarded heart enclose 
From each fair feeling human nature knows ? 
Can pompous titles stun the enchanted ear 
To all that reason, all that sense would hear ? 
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Else could thou e'er desert thy sacred post, 
In such unthankfiil baseness to he lost? 
Else couldst thou wed the emptiness of vice, 
And yield thy glories at an idiot's price ? 

When they who, loud for liberty and laws. 
In doubtful limes had fought their country's cmse, 
When now of conquest and dominion sure, 
They sought alone to hold their fruits secure ; 
Wien taught by these, Oppression hid the face, 
To leaTe Corruption stronger in her place, 
By silent spells to work the public fete, 
And taint the vitals of the passive state, 
Till healing Wisdom should avail no more, 
And Freedom loithe to tiead the poi--on'd shore 
Then, like some gumiian god thit flies to save 
The weary pilgum from an instint grtve. 
Whom, sleeping ind secuie, the guileful "inake 
Steals near and newer thro the peicetul bioke 
Tiien Curio rose to ward the public woe. 
To wake the heedless and incite the slow, 
Against Corruption Liberty to aim. 
And quell the enchantress by i mightiei i,harm 

Swift o'er the land the tair contagion flew. 
And with tliy countrj s hopes thy honours ^row 
Thee, patriot, the pitrician roof confesa d , 
Thy powerftil voice the rescued merchant bless'd; 
Of thee with awe the rural hearth resounds ; 
The bowl to thee the grateful sailor crowns ; 
Touch'd ia the sighing shade with manlier flres. 
To trace thy steps the love-sick youth aspires ; 
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The learn'd recluse, who oft amaz'd had read 
Of Grecian heroes, Roman patriots dead, 
Witli new amazement hears a living name 
Pretend to share in such forgotten feme ; 
And he who, scorning courts and courtly ways, 
Left the tame track of these dejected days, 
The life of nobler ages to renew 
In virtues sacred from a monarch's view, 
Rous'd by thy labours from the bless'd retreat, 
Where social ease and public passions meet, 
Again ascending treads the civil scene. 
To act and be a man, as thou hadst been. 

Thus by degrees thy cause superior grew. 
And the great end appear'd at last in view : 
We heard the people in thy hopes rejoice, 
We saw the senate bending to thy voice ; 
The friends of freedom hail'd the approaching reign 
- Of larfs for which our fathers bled in vain ; 
While venal Faction, struck with new dismay, 
Shrunk at their frown, and seif-abandon'd Jay. 
Wak'd in the shock, the public Genius rose, 
Abash'd and keener from his long repose ; 
Sublime in ancient pride, he rais'd the spear 
Which slaves and tyrants long ware wont to fear . 
The city felt his call ; from man to man. 
From street to street, the glorious horror ran ; 
Each crowded haunt was stirr'd beneath his power, 
And, murmuring, challeng'd the decided hour. 

Lo ! the deciding hour at last appears ; 
The hour of every freeman's hopes and fears ! 
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Thou, Genius! guardian of the Eoraan name, 
ever prompt tyrannic rage to tame ! 
Instruct the mighty moments as they roll. 
And guide each movement steady to the goal. 
Te spirits by whose providential art 
Succeeding motives turn the changeful heart, 
Keep, keep the best in view to Curio's mind. 
And watch his fancy, and his passions bind ! 
Ye shades immortal, who by Freedom led, 
Or in the field or on the scafibld bled. 
Bend from your radiant seats a joyful eye, 
And view the crown of all your labours nigh. 
See Freedom mounting her eternal throne 1 
The sword submitted, and the laws her own : 
See ! public Power chastis'd beneath her stands, 
With eyes intent, and unoorrupted hands 1 
See private Life by wisest arts reclaim'd ! 
See ardent youth to noblest manners fram'd ! 
See us acquire whate'er was sought by you. 
If Ourio, only Curio, will be true. 

'Twas then — shame ! O trust how ill repaid ! 
O Latium, oft by faithless sons betray'd ! — 
'Twas then — What frenzy on thy reason stole ? 
What spells unsinew'd thy determin'd sou! ? 
— Is this the man in Freedom's cause approv'd? 
The man so great, so honour'd, so belov'd? 
This patient slave by tinsel chains allur'd ? 
This wretched suitor for a boon abjur'd? 
This Curio, hated and despis'd by all? 
Who fell himseli' to work his country's fall ? 
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lost, alike to action and repose I 
Unknown, unpitied in the worst of woes! 
With all that conscious, undissembled. pride, 
Sold to the insults of a foe defied ! 
With all that habit of familiar fame, 
Doom'd to exhaust the di-egs of hfe in shame ! 
The sole sad refuge of thy baffled art 
To act a statesman's duU, exploded part, 
Eenounce the praise no longer in thy power, 
Display thy virtue, though without a dower, 
Contemn the giddy crowd, the vulgar wind, 
And shut thy eyes that others may be bhnd. 
— Forgive me, Romans, that I bear to smile, 
When shameless mouths your majesty defiSe, 
Paint you a thoughtless, frantic, headlong crew, 
And cast their own impieties on you. 
For witness. Freedom, to whose sacred power 
My soul was vow'd from reason's earliest hour. 
How have I stood exulting, to survey 
My country's virtues, opening in thy ray ! 
How, with the sons of every foreign shore 
The more I match'd tiiera, honour'd hers the more ! 
race erect ! whose native strength of soul. 
Which kings, nor priests, nor sordid laws control. 
Bursts the tame round of animal affairs. 
And seeks a noble centre for its cares ; 
Intent the laws of life to comprehend. 
And fix dominion's limits by its end. 
Who, bold and equal in their love or hate. 
By eonscious reason judging every state, 
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The man forget not, though in rags he lies, 
And know the mortal through a crown's disguise : 
Thence prompt alike with witty scorn to view 
Fastidious Grandeur lift his solemn brow, 
Or, all awake at pity's soft command. 
Bend the mild ear, and stretch the gracious hand : 
Thence large of heart, ft'om envy far rcmov'd, 
When public toils to Tirtue stand approv'd, 
Not the young lover fonder to admire, 
Not more indulgent the delighted sire ; 
Tet high and jealous of their free-hom name, 
Fierce as the flight of Jove's destroying flame. 
Where'er Oppression works her wanton sway, 
Proud to confront, and dreadful to repay. 
But if to purchase Curio's sage applause, 
My countiy must with him renounce her cause, 
Quit wnth a slave the path a patriot trod, 
Bow the meek knee, and kiss the regal rod; 
Then still, je powers, instruct his tongue to rail, 
Nor let his zeal, nor let his subject fail : 
Else, ere he change the style, hear me away 
To where the Gracchi,' where the Bruti stay ! 
long rever'd, and late resign'd to shame ! 
If this uncourtly page thy notice claim 
When the loud cares of business are withdrawn, 
Nor well-drest beggars round tJiy footsteps fawn ; 



1 The two brothcra, Tibedus and Cains Gracctus. lost their 
lives in attempting to introduce tlie only ragBlation aiat could 

ST6 BtabiJity and good ordar to the Eoman repnblio. L. Jnnios 
rntus founded ths commonwealth, and died in its defenee. 
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In that still, thoiiglitful, solitary hour, 
When Truth exerts her unresisted power, 
Breaks the false optica ting*!! with fortune's glare, 
Unlocks the breast, and lays the passions bare ; 
Then turn thy eyes on that important scene. 
And ask thyself — if all be well ivithin. 
Where is the beart-felt worth and weight of soul, 
Which labour could not stop, nor fear control ? 
Where the known dignity, the stamp of awe. 
Which, half abash'd, the proud and venal saw ? 
Where the calm triumphs of an honest cause ? 
Where the delightful taste of just applause ? 
Where the strong reason, the commanding tongue, 
On which the senate fir'd or trembling hung? 
All vanish'd, all are sold ; and in their room, 
Couch'd in thy bosom's deep, distracted gloom. 
See the pale form of barbarous Grandeur dwell, 
Like some grim idol in a sorcerer's cell ! 
To her in chains thy dignity was led ; 
At her polluted shrine thy honour bled ; 
With blasted weeds thy awful brow she crown'd, 
Thy powerful tongue with poison'd philters bound, 
That baffled Reason straight indignant flew, 
And fair Persuasion from her seat withdrew ; 
For now no longer Truth supports tliy cause } 
No longer Glory prompts thee to applause ; 
No longer Virtue breathing in thy breast. 
With ail her conscious majesty confest. 
Still bright and brighter wakes the almighty flame. 
To rouse the feeble, and the wilful tame. 
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And where she sees the catching ghmpses roll, 
Spreads the strong hlaze, and all involves tlie soul; 
But cold restraints thy conscious fancy chill, 
And formal passions mock tty struggling will; 
Or if thy Genius e'er forget his chain, 
And reach impatient at a nohler strain, 
Soon the aad hodings of contemptuous mirth 
Shoot thro' thy breast, and stab the generous birth, 
Till, blind with smart, from trutb to frenzy tost, 
And all the tenor of thy reason lost. 
Perhaps thy anguish drains a real tear ; 
While some with pity, some with laughter hear. 
— Oaa art, alas 1 or genius guide the head. 
Where truth and freedom from the heart are fled 
Can lesser wheels repeat their native stroke, 
When the prime function of the soul is broke ? 
But come, unhappy man! thy fates impend; 
Come, quit thy friends, if yet thou hast a friend; 
Turn from the poor rewards of guilt like thine, 
Eenounce thy titles, and thy robes resign ; 
For see the hand of Destiny display'd 
To shut thee from the joys thou hast betray'd ! 
See the dire fane of Infamy arise I 
Dark as the grave, and spacious as the skies ; 
Where, from the first of time, thy kindred train. 
The chiefs and princes of the unjust remam. 
Eternal barriers guard the pathless road 
To warn the wanderer of the curst abode ; 
But prone as whirlwinds scour the passive sky. 
The heights surmounted, down the steep they fly. 
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There, black witii frowns, reientlesa Time awaits, 
And goads their fbotstepa to tlie guilty gates ; 
And atill iie aaks them of their unknown aims. 
Evolves their secrets, and their guilt proclaims ; 
And still his hands despoil them od the road 
Of each vain wreath, by lying bards bestow'd, 
Break their proud marbles, crush their festal cars, 
And rend the lawless trophies of Iheir wars. 
At last the gates bis potent voice obey ; 
Fierce to their dark abode he drives his prey j 
Where, ever arm'd with adamantine chains. 
The watchfiil demon o'er her vassal reigns, 
O'er mighty names and giani^powers of lust, 
The great, the sage, the happy, and august.^ 
No gleam of hope their baleful mansion cheers,. 
No sound of honour hails their unblest ears ; 
But dire reproaches from the friend betray'd. 
The childless sire and violated maid ; 
But vengeful vows for guardian laws effac'd. 
From towns enslav'd, and continents laid waste ; 
But long posterity's united groan. 
And the sad charge of horrors not their own, 
For ever through the trembling space resound. 
And sink each impious forehead to the ground. 

Ye mighty foes of liberty and rest, 
Give way, do homage lo a mightier guest! 
Te daring spirits of the Eoman race, 
See Curio's toil your proudest claims efface I 
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— Aw'd at the name, fierce Appius^ rising bends, 
And hardy Cinna from his throne attends r 
" He comes," they cry, " to whom the fates assign'd 
With surer arts to work what we design'd, 
Prom year to year the stubborn herd to sway, 
Mouti all their wrongs, and all their rage obey ; 
Till own'd their guide, and trusted with their power, 
He mock'd their hopes in one decisive hour; 
Then, tir'd and yielding, led tiiem to the chain. 
And quench'd the spirit we provok'd in vain." 
But thou, Supreme, by whose eternal hands 
Fair Liberty's heroic empire stands ; 
Whose thunders the rebellious deep control, 
And quell the triumphs of the traitor's soul, 
turn this dreadful omen far away I 
On Freedom.'s foes their own attempts repay : 
Kelume her sacred fire so near suppress'd. 
And fix her shrine in every Roman breast ; 
Though bold corruption boast around the land, 
" Let virtue, if she can, my baits withstand." 
Though bolder now she urge the accursed claim. 
Gay with her trophies rais'd on Curio's shame; 
Yet some there are who scorn her impious mirth, 
Who know what conscietice and a heart are worth. 

Friend and Father of the human mind, 
Whose art for noblest ends our frame design'd ! 
If I, though fated to the studious shade 
Which party-strife nor anxious power invade; 

' Appiu3 Climdius tha 
both attempted to astjiblis 
and both perished by the ti 
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If I aspire, in pablic virtue's cause, 

To guide tlie Musea hy aublimer laws ; 

Do thou her own authority impart, 

And give my numbers entrance to the lieart. 

Perhaps the verse might rouse her smother'd flame, 

And snatch the fainting patriot back to fame ; 

Perhaps, by worthy thoughts of human- kind, 

To worthy deeds exalt the conscious mind ; 

Or dash Corruption in her proud career, 

And teach her slaves that Vice was bom to fear. 



THE VIRTUOSO; 
IN IMITATION OF Spenser's style and 

Videmus 

Whilom hy silver Thamea's gentle stream, 
In London town there dwelt a subtile wight ; 

A wight of raickle wealth and mickle fame, 
Eook-leam'd and quaint; a Virtuoso hight. 

Uncommon things, and rare, were his delight ; 
From musings deep his brain ne'er gotten ease 

Nor ceaaen he from study, day or night ; 
Until (advancing onward by degrees) 
He knew whatever breeds on eartli, or air, o 
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He many a creature did anatomize, 

Almost unpeopling water, air, and land ; 

Beasts, fishes, birds, snails, caterpillars, flies, 
Were laid i'uU low by his relentless hand. 

That oftwitli gory crimson was distain'd; 
He many a dog destroy'd, and many a cat ; 

Of fleas his bed, of frogs the marshes draia'd, 
Could tellen if a mite were lean or fat. 
And read a lecture o'er the entrails of a gnat 

He knew the various modes of ancient times. 

Their arts and fashions of each different guise, 
Their Weddings, funerals, punishments for crimes, 

Their strength, their learning eke, and rarities; 
Of old habiliments, each soj:t and size, 

Male, female, high and low, to him were knownj 
Each gladiator-dress, and stage disguise ; 

With learned, clerkiy phrase he could have shown 

How the Greek tunic differ'd from the Soman 
[gown. 
A curious medallist, I wot, he was, 

And boasted many a course of ancient coin ; 
Well as his wife's he knewen every face, 

From Julius Cmsar down to Constantino : 
For some rare sculpture he would ofi ypine, 

(As green-sick damosels for husbands do ;) 
And when obtained, with enraptur'd eyne, 

He'd run it o'er and o'er with greedy view, 

And look, and look again, as he would look it 
through. 
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His rich museum, of dimensioiiB fair, [fraught : 
With goods that spoke the owner's mind was 

Things ancient, curious, value-worth, and rare, _ 
From aea and land, from Greece and Rome 
were hrought, 

Which he with mighty sums of gold had bought : 
On these all tides with joyous eyes he por'd ; 

And, sooth to say, himself he greater thought, 
When he beheld his cabinets thus stor'd, 
Than if he'd been of Albion's wealthy cities lord. 

Here in a comer stood a rich scrutoire. 

With many a curiosity replete ; 
In seemly order furniah'd every drawer. 

Products of art or nature as was meet ; 
Air-pumps and prisms were plac'd beneath his feet, 

A MempLian mummy -king hung o'er his head ; 
Here phials with live insects small and great, 

There stood a tripod of the Pythian maid ; 

Above, a crocodile diffus'd a grateful shade. 

Fast by the window did a table stand. 

Where hodiem and antique rarities, [land. 

From Egypt, Greece, and Eome, from sea and 

Were thick-besprent of every sort and size : 
Here a Bahaman-spider's carcass lies, 

There a dire serpent's golden skin doth shine ; 
Here Indian feathers, fruits, and glittering flies ; 

There gums and amber found beneath the line, 

The beak of Ibis liere, and there an Antonine. 
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Close at Ms back, or whispering in iiis ear, 
Tiiere stood a spright ycleped Piiantasy ; 

"Wliich, wheresoe'er he went, was always near: 
Her look was wild, and roving was her eye ; 

Her hair was clad with flowers of every dye ; 
Her glistering robes were of more various line 

Than the fair bow that paints the cloudy. sky, 
Or all the spaagled drops of morning dew j 
Their colour changing still at eveiy different 

Yet in this shape all tides she did not slay, 
Various aa the chameleon that she bore ; 

Now a grand monarch with a crown of hay. 
Now mendicant in silks and golden ore : 

A statesman^ now equipp'd to chaae the boar, 
Or cowled monk, lean, feeble, and unfed ; 

A clown-like lord, or swain of courtly lore ; 
Now scribbling dunce in sacred laurel clad, 
Or papal father now, in homely weeds array'd. 

The wight whose brain this phantom's power doth 
fill, 

On whom she doth with constant care attend, 
Will for a dreadful giant take a mill. 

Or a grand palace in a hogsty find; 
(From her dire influence me may heaven defend I) 

All things with vitiated sight he spies ; 
Neglects his family, forgets his friend, 

Seeks painted trifles and fantastic toys, 

And eagerly pursues imaginary joys. 
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While yet the world was young, andmen were few, 
Nor lurking fraud, nor tyrant rapine knew. 
In virtue rude, the gaudy arts ttey scorn'd. 
Which, virtue lost, degenerate times adorn'd : 
No sumptuous fabrics yet were seen to rise, 
Nor gushmg fountains taught to invade the skies ; 
With nature, art had not begun the strife, 
Nor swelling marble rose to mimic life ; 
No pencil yet had learn'd to express the feir ; 
The bounteous earth was all their homely care. 

Then did Content exert her genial away. 
And taught the peaceful world her power to obey ; 
Content, a female of celestial race. 
Bright and complete in each celestial grace- 
Serenely fair she was, as rising day, 
And brighter than the sun's meridian ray ; 
Joy of all hearts, delight of every eye, 
Nor grief nor pain appear'd when she was by ; 
Her presence from the wretched banish'd care, 
Dispers'd the swelling sigh and stopt the falling tear. 

Long did the nymph her regal state maintain, 
As long mankind were blest beneath her reign ; 
Till dire Ambition, hellish fiend, arose, 
To plague the world, and banish man's repose : 
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A monster sprung from that I'ebellious crew, 

Which mighty Jove's Phlegrseaii thunder slew. 

Eesolv'd to dispossess the royal fiur, 

On all her friencia he threaten'd open war : 

Fond of the novelty, vain, fickle man, 

In crowds to his infernal standard ran ; 

And the weak maid, defenc«less left alone, 

To avoid his rage, was forc'd to quit the throne. 

It chanc'd as wandei'ing thro' the fields she straj'd, 
Forsook of all, and destitute of aid, 
Upon a rising mountain's flowery side, 
A pleasant cottage roof 'd with turf she spied : 
Fast by a gloomy, venerable wood 
Of shady planes and ancient oaks it stood. 
Around a various prospect charm'd the sight; 
Here waving harvests clad the field with white ; 
Here a rough shaggy -rock the clouds did pierce, 
From which a torrent rush'd with rapid force ; 
Here mountain-woods diffus'd a dusky shade ; 
Here flocks and herds in flowery valleys play'd, 
While o'er the matted grass the liquid crystal stray'd. 
In this sweet place there dwelt a cheerful pair, 
Though bent beneath the weight of many a yoaV ; 
Who, wisely flying public noise and strife. 
In this obscure retreat had pass'd their life ; 
The husband Industry was call'd, Frugality the wife. 
With tenderest friendship naturally blest, 
No household jars had e'er disturb'd their rest. 
A numerous ofispriog grac'd their homely board, 
That still with nature's simple gifts was stor'd. 
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The father rural bnsineas only knew; 

The sons the same delightful art pursue, 

An onlj daughter, as a, goddess f^r, 

Above the rest was the fond mother's care ; 

Plenty ; the brightest nymph of all the plain, 

Each heart's delight, ador'd by every swain. 

Soon as Content this charming scene espied, 

Joyful within herself the goddess cried : 

" This happy sight my drooping Heart doth raise ; 

The gods, I hope, will grant me gentler days. 

"When with prosperity my Efe was blest, 

In yonder house I've been a welcome guest: 

There now, perhaps, I may protection find ; 

For royalty is banisfi'd from my mind. 

ril thither haste : how happy should I be, 

If such a refuge were reserv'd for me ! " [way 

Thus spoke the fair ; and straight she bent her 
To the tall mountain, where the cottage lay : 
Arriy'd, she makes her chang'd condition known ; 
Tells how the rebels drove her from the throne ; 
What painful, dreary wilds she'd wander'd o'er ; 
And shelter from the tyrant doth implore. 

The faithful, aged pair at once were seiz'd 
With joy and grief, at once were pain'd and pleas'd ; 
Grief for then- bauish'd queen their hearts possest, 
And joy succeeded for their future guest: 
" And if you'll deign, bright goddess, here to dwell. 
And with your presence grace our humble cell, 
Whate'er the gods have given with bounteous hand, 
Our harvests, iields, and flocks, our all command." 
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Meantime, Ambition, on liis rival's flight, 
Sole lord of man, attain'd his wish's height; 
Of all dependence on his subjects eas'd, 
He rag'd without a curb, and did whate'er he pleas'd ; 
As some wild flame, driven on by furious winds, 
Wide spreads destruction, nor resistance flnds ; 
So rush'd the fiend destructive o'er the plain, 
Defiw'd the labours of the industrious swain ; 
Polluted every stream with human gore, 
And Bcatter'd plagues and death from shore to shore. 

Great Jove beheld it from the Olympian towers. 
Where sate assembled all the heavenly powers ; 
Then with a nod that shook the empyrean throne, 
Thus the Saturnian thundei'er begun : 
" Ton see, immortal inraat«s of the skies, 
How this vile wretch almighty power defies ; 
His daring crimes, the blood which he has spilt, 
Demand a Iflrment equal to his guilt. 
Then, Cyprian goddess, let thy mighty hoy 
Swift to the tyrant's guilty palace fly ; 
There let him choose his sharpest, hottest dart. 
And with his former rival wound his heart. 
And thou, my son, (the god to Hermes s^d,) 
Snatch up thy wand, and plume thy heels and head ; 
Dart through the yielding air with all thy force, 
And down to Pluto's realms direct thy course; 
There rouse Oblivion from her sable cave, 
Where dull she sits by Lethe's sluggish wave ; 
Command her to secure the sacred bound, 
Where lives Content retir'd, and all around 
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Diffuse tke deepest glooms of Stjgian night, 
And screen the virgin from the tyrant's sight; 
That the vain purpose of his life may try 
Still to explore, what stiU eludes his eye." 
He spoke ; loud praises shake the bright abode. 
And all applaud the justice of the god. 



THE POET: A RHAPSODY. 

Of all the various lots around the ball, 
Which fate to man distributes, absolute ; 
Avert, ye gods ! that of the Muse's son, 
Curs'd with dire poverty ! poor hungry wretch ! 
What shall he do for life? he cannot work 
With manual labour : shaU those sacred hands, 
That brought the counsels of the gods to light ; 
Shall that inspired tongue, which every Muse 
Has touch'd divine, to charm the sons of men ; 
These hallow'd organs! these! be pi-ostitute 
To the vile service of some fool in power. 
All his behesta submissive to perform, 
Howe'er to him ingrateful? Oh! he scorns 
The ignoble thought; with generous disdain, 
More eligible deeming it to starve. 
Like his fam'd ancestors renown'd m verse, 
Than poorly bend to be another's slave,— 
Than feed and fatten in obscurity. 
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These are his firm resolvee, which fate, nor time, 

Nor poverty can shake. Exalted high 

In garret vile he lives ; with remnanls hung 

Of tapestry. But oh ! precarious state 

Of this vain transient world ! all-powerful lime, 

What dost thou not subdue? See what a chasm 

Gapes wide, tremendous ! see where Saul, enrag'd, 

High on his throne, encompass'd by his guards. 

With levell'd spear, and arm extended, sits, 

Ready to pierce old Jesse's valiant son, 

Spoil'd of his nose I — around in tottering ranlis. 

On shelves pulverulent, majestic stands 

His library ; in ragged plight, and old ; 

Replete with many a load of criticism. 

Elaborate products of the midnight toil 

Of Belgian brains ; siiatch'd from the deadly hands 

Of murderous grocer, or the careful wighl^ 

Who vends the plant, that dads the happy shore 

Of Indian Patomaek ; which citizens 

In balmy fumes exhale, when, o'er a pot 

Of sage-inspiring coffee, they dispose 

Of kings and crowns, and settle Europe's fate. 

Elsewhere the dome is flll'd with various heaps 
Of old domestic lumber ; that huge chair 
Has seen six monarchs fill the British throne ; 
Here a broad massy table stands, o'erspread 
With ink and pens, and scrolls replete with rhyme ; 
Chests, stools, old razors, fractur'd jars, half full 
Of muddy Zythum, sour and spiritless; 
Fragments of verse, hose, sandals, utensils 
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Of various fashion, and of various use, 
Witli friendly influence hide the sable floor. 
This is the hard's museum, this the fane 
To Phcehus sacred, and the Aoniau maids : 
But oh! it stahs bis iieai-t, that niggard fate 
To him in such small measure should dispense 
Her better gifts : to him! whose generous soul 
Could relish, with as fine an elegance, 
The golden joys of grandeur and of wealth; 
He who could tyrannize o'er menial, slaves, 
Or swell beneath a coronet of state, 
Or grace a gilded chariot with a mien 
Grand as tlie haughtiest Timon of them alh 

But 'IJs in vain to rave at destiny. 
Here he must rest and brook the best he can, 
To live remote from grandeur, learning, wit ; 
Immured amongst the ignoble, vulgar herd. 
Of lowest intellect; whoso stupid souls 
But half inform their bodies ; brains of lead 
And tongues of thunder ; whose insensate breaa 
Ne'er felt the rapturous, self-entrancing Are 
Of the celestial Muse ; whose savage ears 
Ne'er heard the sacred rules, nor even the name 
Of tbe Venusian bard, or critic sage 
FuU-fam'd of Stagyra ; whose clamorous tongue 
Stun the tormented ear with colloquy, 
Vociferate, trivial, or impertinent; 
Keplete with boorish scandal ; yet, alas ! 
This, this! he must endure, or muse alone, 
Pensive and moping o'er the stubborn rhyme, 
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Or line imperfect — No ! the door ia free, 
And calls hiia to evade their deafening clang, 
By private ambulfltioa; — 'tis resolv'd: 
Off from his waist lie throws the tatter'd gown, 
Beheld with indignation ; and unloads 
His pericranium of tie weighty cap. 
With sweat and grease discolour'd ; then explores 
The spacious chest, and from its hollow womb 
Draws his best robe, yet not from tincture free 
Of age's reverend russet, scant and hare ; 
Then down his me^^'e visage waving flows 
The shadowy peruke ; crown'd witli gummy hat 
Clean brush'd ; a cane supports him. Thus equipp'd 
He sallies forth; swift traverses the streets, 
And seeks the lonely walk. " Hai!, sylvan scenes, 
Ye groves, ye valleys, ye meandei'ing brooks. 
Admit nne to your joys," in rapturous phrase, 
Loud he exclaims ; while with the inspiring Muse 
His bosom labours; and all other thoughla, 
Pleasure and wealth, and poverty itself. 
Before her influence vanish. Rapt in thought, 
Fancy presents before his ravish'd eyes 
Distant posterity, upon his page [sons 

With transport dwelling; while bright learning's 
That ages hence must tread this earthly ball. 
Indignant, seem to curse the thankless age 
That starv'd such merit. Meantime swallow'd up 
In meditation deep, he wanders on, 
Unweeting of his way. — But ah ! he starts. 
With sudden fright ; his glai'ing eye-balls roll. 
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Pale turn his cheeks, and shake his loosen'd joints ; 
His cogitations vanish into air, 
Like painted hubhles, or a morning dream. 
Behold the cause ! see ! through the opening glade, 
With roay visage, and abdomen grand, 
A cit, a dun ! — As in Apulia's wilds, 
Or where the Thcacian Hebrus rolls his wave, 
A heedless kid, diaportive, roves aroimd, 
Unheeding, till upon the hideous cave 
Of the dire wolf she treads ; half-dead she views 
His bloodshot eye-balls, and his dreadful fangs, 
And swift as Eutus from the monster tlics. 
So fares the trembling bard ; amaz'd he turns. 
Scarce by his legs upborne ; yet fear supplies 
The place of strength ; straight home he bends his 
Nor looks behind him till he safe regain [course, 
His faithful citadel; there spent, fatigu'd. 
He lays him down to ease liis heaving lungs, 
Quaking, and of his safety scarce convinc'd. 
Soon as the panic leaves his panting breast, 
Down to the Muse's sacred rites he sits. 
Volumes pil'd round him; see! upon his brow 
Perplex'd anxiety, and struggling thought, 
Painful as female throes: whether the hard 
Displays the deeds of heroes; or the fall 
Of vice, in lay dramatic ; ox expand 
The lyric wing ; or in elegiac strains 
Lament the fair; or lash the stubborn age. 
With laughing satire ; or in rural scenes [brains 
Witli shepherds sport ; or rack his hard-bound 
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For the wnespected turn. Aracbne so, 
In dusty kitcten comer, from her bowels 
Spins the fine web; but spina with bettor fate 
Than the poor hard; she! caitiff! spreads her 

snares, 
And with their aid enjoys Insurious hie, 
Bloated with fat of insects, flesh'd in blood : 
He ! hard, hard lot I for all his toil and care. 
And painful watchings, scarce protracts awhile 
His meagre, hungry days I ungratefiil world ! 
If with his drama he adorn the stage, 
No worth-discerning concourse pays the charge, 
Or of the orchestra, or the enlightening torch. 
He who supports the luxury and pride 
Of craving Lais; he ! wliose carnage fills 
Dogs, eagles, lions ; has not yet enough, 
"Wherewith to satisfy the greedier maw 
Of that most ravenous, that devouring beast, 
Tclep'd a poet. What new Halifax, 
What Somers, or what Dorset canst thou find. 
Thou hungry mortal ? break, wretch, break thy quill. 
Blot out the studied image ; to the flames 
Commit the Stagyrite; leave this thankless trade; 
Erect some peddling stall, with trinkets stock'd, 
There earn thy daily halfpence, nor agmn 
Trust the false Muse ; so shall the cleanly meal 
Eepel intruding hunger. — Oh! 'tis vain, 
The friendly admonition's all in vain ; 
The scribbling itch has seia'd him, he is lost 
To all advice, and starves for starving's sake. 
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Thus sung the sportful Muse, in mirthful mood, 
Indulging gay the frolic vein of youth ; 
But, O ye gods ! avert the impending stroke 
This luckless omen threatens ! Hark ! methinks 
I hear my better angel cry, " Retreat, 
Eash youth ! in time retreat ! let those poor bards 
Who slighted all, aU ! for the flattering Muse, 
Tet curs'd with pinmg want, as landmarks stand, 
To warn thee from the service of the ingrate." 



A BRITISH PHILIPPIC: 



Whence this unwonted transport in my breast? 

Why glow my thoughts, and whither would the Muse 

Aspire with rapid wing? Her country's cause 

Demands her efforts : at that sacred call 

She summons aU her ardour, throws aside 

The trembling lyre, and with the warrior's trump 

She means to thunder in each British ear ; 

And, if one spark of honour or of fame. 

Disdain of insult, dread of infamy, 

One thought of public virtue yet sui-vive, 

She means to wake it, rouse the generous flame, 

With patriot zeal inspirit every breast. 

And fire each British heart with British wrongs. 
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Alafi the vain attempt! what influence now 
Can the Mqsg boast; or what attention now 
la paid to fame or virtue ? Where is now 
The British spirit, generous, warm, and brave, 
So frequent wont from tyranny and woe 
To free the suppliant nations ? Where, indeed ! 
If that protection, once to strangers given. 
Be now withheld from sons? Each nobler thought, 
That warm'd our sires, is lost and buried now 
In luxury and avarice. Baneful vice ! 
How it unmans a nation ! yet I'll try, 
I'll aim to shake this vile degenerate sloth; 
11! dare to rouse Britannia's dreaming sons 
To fame, to virtue, and impart around 
A generous feeling of compatriot woes. 

Come then the various powers of forceful speech, 
All that can move, awaken, fire, transport ! 
Come the bold ardour of the Theban bard I 
The arousing thunder of the patriot Greek ! 
The soft persuasion of the Roman sage ! 
Come all I and raise me to an equal height^ 
A rapture worthy of my glorious cause I 
Lest my best efforts, failing, should debase 
The sacred theme ; for with no common wing 
The Muse attempts to soar. Yet what need these ? 
My country's feme, my free-born British heart, 
Shall be my best inspirers, raise my flight 
High as the Theban's pinion, and with more 
Than Greek or Roman flame exalt my soul. 
Oh ! could I give the vast ideas birth 
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Expressive of the thoughts that flame within, 

No more should lazy Luxury detain 

Our ardent youth ; no more should Britain's sons 

Sit tamely passive by, and careless hear 

The prayers, sighs, groans, (immortal infamy !) 

Of fellow Britons, with oppression sunk, 

In bitterness of soul demanding aid. 

Calling on Britain, tlieir dear native land, 

The land of Liberty ; so greatly fam'd 

For just redress ; the land so often dyed 

With her best blood, for that arousing cause, 

The freedom of her sons ; those sons that now. 

Far from the manly blessings of ter sway, 

Drag the vile fetters of a Spanist lord. 

And dare they, dare the vanqiiish'd sons of Spain 

Enslave a Briton? Have they then forgot. 

So soon forgot, the great, the immortal day. 

When rescued Sicily witli joy beheld 

The swift-wing'd thunder of the British arm 

Disperse their navies ? when their coward bands 

Fled, like the raven from the bkd of Jove, 

From swift impending vengeance fled in vam ? 

Are these our lords? And can Britannia see 

Her foes, oft vanc[u!sh'd, thus defy her power. 

Insult her standard, and enslave her sons, 

And not arise to justice 1 Did our sires, 

Unaw'd by chains, by exile, or by death, 

Preserve inviolate her guardian rights, 

To Britons ever sacred! that their sons [eyes, 

Might give them up to Spaniards ? — Turn your 
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Turn, je degenerate, who with haughty boast 

Call yourselves Britons, to that dismal gloom, 

That dungeon dark and deep, where never thought 

Of joy or peace can enter ; see the gates 

Harah-creaking open ; what a hideous void, 

Dark as the yawning grave ! while still as death 

A frightful silence reigns. There on the ground 

Behold your brethren chain'd like beasts of prey : 

There mark your numerous glories, there behold 

The look that speaks unutterable woe ; 

The mangled limb, the faint, the deathful eye. 

With famine sunk, the deep heart-bursting groan 

Suppress'd in silence ; view the loathsome food, 

Refus'd by dogs, and oh ! the stinging thought ! 

View the dark Spaniard gloryi 

The deadly priest triumphant 

And thundering worse damnati 

While that pale form, in all the pangs of death, 

Too fmnt t» speak, yet eloquent of all. 

His native British spirit yet untam'd, 

Eaises his head; and with indignant frowns 

Of great defiance, and superior acorn, 

Looks up and dies — Oh ! I am all on fire ! 

But let me sp'u-e the theme, lest future times 

Should blu'ih to hear that either conquer'd Spain 

Durst ofler Biitim such outrageous wrong, 

Or Britain tamelj bore it — 

Descend, ye guardian heroes of the land I 

Scourges of tipain, descend ! Behold your sons : 

See ! how they run the same heroic race. 
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How prompt, how ardent m their country's eauae, 
How greatly proud to assert their British hlood, 
And in their deeds reflect their fathers' fame 1 
Ah ! would to heaven ye did not rather see 
How dead to virtue in the public cause, 
How cold, how careless, how to glory deaf. 
They shamo your laurels, and helie their birth ! 

Come, ye great spirits, Ca'ndish, Raleigh, Blake ! 
And ye of later name, your country's pride, 
come ! disperse these lazy fumes of sloth, 
Teach BriUsh hearts with British fires to glow ! 
In wakening whispers rouse our ardent youth, 
Blazon tte triumphs of your better days, 
Paint all the glorious scenes of rightful war 
In all its splendours ; to thek swelling souls 
Say how ye bow'd the insultang Spaniards' pride, 
Say bow ye thiinder'd o'er their prostrate heads, 
Say how ye broke their lines and fir'd thwr ports, 
Say how not death, in aU its frightful shapes. 
Could damp your souls, or shake the great resolve 
For right and Britain: then display the joys 
The patriot's soul exalting, while he views 
Transported millions hail with loud acclaim 
The guardian of their civil, saered rights ; 
How greatly welcome to the virtuous man 
Is death for others' good ! the radiant thoughts 
That beam celestiai on his passing soul, 
The unfading crowns awaiting him above. 
The exalting plaudit of the Great Supreme, 
Who in his actions with c ' 
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His own reflected splendour ; then descend, 
Though to a lower, yet a nobler scene ; 
Paint the just honours to his reliques paid, 
Show grateful millions weeping o'er his gi-ave ; 
While his fair fame in each progressive age 
For ever hrightens ; and the wise and good 
Of every land in universal choir 
With richest incense of undying praise 
His urn encircle, to the wondering world 
Hia numerous triumphs blazon ; while with awe 
With filial reverence, in his steps they tread, 
And, copying every virtue, every fame, 
Transplant his glories into second life. 
And, with unsparing hand, make nations blest 
By his example. Vaat, immense rewards ! 
For all the turmoils which the virtuous mind 
Encounters here. Yet, Britons, are ye cold ? 
Yet deaf to glory, virtue, and the call 
Of your poor injured countrymen ? Ah 1 no : 
I see ye are not ; every bosom glows 
With native greatness, and in all its slate 
The British spirit rises : glorious change ! 
Fame, virtue, freedom, welcome ! forgive 
The Muse, that, ardent in her sacred cause, 
Your glory question'd ; she beholds with joy. 
She owns, she triumphs in her wish'd mistake. 
See ! from her sea-beat throne in awful march 
Britannia towers : upon her laurel crest 
The plumes majestic nod ; behold she heaves 
Her guardian shield, and terrible in arms 
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For battle shakes her adamantine spear: 
Loud at her foot the British lion roare, 
Frighting the nations ; haughty Spain full soon 
Shall hear and tremble. Go then, Britons, forth, 
Tour country's daring champions : tell your foes, 
Tell them in thunders o'er their prostrate land. 
You were not born for slaves ; let all your deeds 
Show that the sons of those immortal men. 
The stars of shining story, are not slow 
In virtue's path to emulate their sires, 
To assert their country's rights, avenge her sons, 
And hurl the hoits of justice on her foes. 



HYMN TO SCIENCE. 
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Science ! thou fiiir effusive ray 
From the great source of mental day. 

Free, generous, and refln'd ! 
Descend with all thy treasures fraught. 
Illumine each hewilder'd thought, 

And hless my labouring mind. 

But first with thy resistless light, 
Disperse those phantoms from my sight. 
Those mimic shades of tliee : 
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The scholiast's learning, sophist's cant, 
The Tisionary Ligot's rant, 
The monk's philosophy. 

let thy powerful charms impart 
The patient head, the candid Iiearf, 

Devoted to thy away ; 
Which no weak passions e'er mislead, 
Which still with dauntless steps proceed 

Where reason points the way. 

Give me to learn each secret cause ; 
Let Number's, Figure's, Motion's laws 

Reveal'd before me stand; 
These lo great Nature's scenes apply, 
And round the globe, and through the sky. 

Disclose her working hand. 

Next, to thy nobler search reaign'd, 
The husy, restless Human Mind 

Through every maze pursue ; 
Detect Perception where it lies, 
Catch the Ideas as they Hse, 

And all their changes view. 

Say from what simple springs began 
The vast ambitious thoughts of man, 

Wiich range beyond control, 
Which seek eternity to trace, 
Dive through the infinity of space, 

And strain to grasp the whole. 
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Her seei-et stores let Memory tell, 
Bid Fancy quit lier fairy cell, 

In all her colours drest ; 
While prompt her sallies to control. 
Reason, the judge, recalls the soul 

To Truth's severest test 

Then launch through Being's wide extent ; 
Let the fair scale, with just ascent 

And cautious steps, be trod ; 
And from the dead, corporeal mass. 
Through each progressive order pasa 

To Instinct, Reason, God, 

There, Science ! veil thy daring «yc ; 
Nor dive too deep, nor soar too high. 

In that divine abyss ; 
To Faith content thy beams to lend. 
Her hopes to assure, her steps befriend, 

And light her way to bliss. 

Tlien downwards take thy flight again, 
Mix with tlie policies of men, 

And social Nature's ties ; 
The plan, the genius of each state, 
Its interest and its powers relate. 

Its fortunes and its rise. 

Through private hfe pursue thy course, 
Trace every action to its source, 
And means and motives weigh : 
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Put tempera, passions, in the scale ; 
Mark what degrees in each prevail, 
And fix the doubtful sway. 

That last best efibrt of tby skill, 
To form the life, and rule the will. 

Propitious power ! impart ; 
Teach me to cool my passion's firea, 
Make me the judge of my desires. 

The master of my heart. 

Eaise me above the vulgar's breath. 
Pursuit of fortune, fear of death. 

And all in life (hat's mean ; 
Still true to reason be my plan. 
Still let my actions speak the man, 

Through every various scene. 

Hail I queen of manners, light of truth ; 
Hail ! charm of age, and guide of youth ; 

Sweet refuge of distress : 
In business, thou ! exact, polite ; 
Thou giv'st retirement its delight, 

Prosperity its grace. 

Of wealth, power, freedom, thou the cause ; 
Foundress of order, cities, laws, 

Of arts inventress thou ! 
Without thee, what were human kind ? 
How vast their wants, their thoughts how blind ! 

Their joys how mean, how few I 
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Sun of tlie soul! ti>y beams nnyeil: 
Let otkers spread the daring sail 

On Fortune's faithless sea ; 
While, undeluJed, happier I 
From the vain tumult timely fly, 

And sit in pe!ice with thee. 



LOVE: AN ELEGY. 

Too much ray heart of Beauty's power hath kaown, 
Too long to Love hath reason left her throne ; 
Too long my genius moum'd his myrtle chain, 
And three rich yeaxs of youth eonsum'd in vain. 
My wishes, luU'd with soft inglorious dreams. 
Forgot the patriot's and the sage's themes; 
Through each Elysian vale and fiury grove. 
Through all the enchanted paradise of love. 
Misled by sickly Hope's deceitful flame. 
Averse to action, and renouncing fame. 

At last the visionary scenes decay ; 
My eyes, exulting, biess the new-bom day, 
Whose faithful heams detect the generous road 
In which my heedless feet securely trod, 
And strip the phantoms of their lying charms 
That lur'd my soul from Wisdom's peaceful arms. 

For silver streams and hanks bespread with 
flowers, 
For mossy couches and harmonious bowers. 
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Lo t barren heaths appear, and pathless woods, 
And rocks hung dreadful o'er unfathom'd floods : 
For openness of heart, for tender smiles, [wiles; 
Looks fraught with love, and wrath-disarming 
Lo ! sullen Spite, and perjur'd Lust of Gain, 
And cruel Pride, and crueller Disdain; 
Lo I cordial Faith to idiot airs refln'd, 
Now coolly civil, now transporting kind. 
For gracefiil Ease, lo ! Affectation walks ; 
And dull Half-sense, for Wit and Wisdom talks. 
New to each hour what low delight succeeds, 
What preoiouB furniture of hearts and heads ! 
By nought their prudence, hut hy getting, known, 
And all their courage in deceiving shown. 

See next what plagues attend the lover's state. 
What frightful forms of Terror, Scorn, and Hate ! 
See burning Fury heaven and earth defy I 
See dumb Despair in icy fetters lie I 
See black Suspicion bend his gloomy brow, 
The hideous image of himself tq view I 
And fond Belief, with all a lover's flame, 
Sink in those arms that point his head with shame ! 
There wan Dejection, faltering as he goes. 
In shades and silence vainly seeks repose ; 
Musing through pathless wilds, consumes the day, 
Then lost in darkness weeps the hours away. 
Here the gay crowd of Luxury advance, 
Some touch the lyre, and others urge the dance; 
Oo every head the rosy garland glows. 
In every hand the golden goblet flows. 
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The Siren views them with exulting eyes, 
And laughs at bashful Virtue as she flies. , 
Btit see behind, where Scorn and Want appear. 
The grave remonstrance and the witty sneer; 
See fell Remorse in action, prompt to dart 
Her snaky poison through the conscious heart ; 
And Sloth to cancel, with oblivious shame, 
The fair memorial of recording Fame. 

Are these delights that one would wish to gain? 
Is this the Elysium of a sober brain ? 
To wait for happiness in female smiles, 
Bear all her scorn, he caught with all her wiles. 
With prayers, with bribes, with lies, her pity crave, 
Bless her hard bonds, and boast to be her slave ; 
To feel, for trifles, a diati-actmg train 
Of hopes and terrors equally in vmn ; 
This hour to tremble, and the next to glow. 
Can Pride, can Sense, can Reason, stoop so low ? 
When Virtue, at an easier price, displays 
The sacred wreaths of honourable praise ; 
When Wisdom utters her divine decree, 
To laugh at pompous Folly, and be free. 

I bid adieu, then, to these woful scenes ; 
I bid adieu to all the sex of queens ; 
Adieu to every suffering, simple soul, 
That lets a woman's will his ease control. 
There laugh, ye witty; and rebuke, ye grave! 
For me, I scorn to boast that I'm a slave. 
I bid the whining brotherhood be gone ; 
Joy to my heart ! my wishes are my own ! 
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Farewell the female heaven, the female hell ; 
To the great God of Love a glad farewell. 
Is this the triumph of thy awful name ; 
Are these the splendid hopes that m-g'd thy aim, 
When first my bosom own'd thy haughty sway? 
When thus Minerva heard thee boasting, say, 
" Go, martial maid, elsewhere thy arta employ, 
Nor hope to shelter that devoted boy. 
Go teach the solemn sons of Care and Age, 
The pensive statesman, and the midnight safe ; 
The young with me must other lessons prove, 
Youth calls for Pleasure, Pleasure calls for Love. 
Behold, his heart thy grave advice disdains ; 
Behold, I hind him, in eternal chains." 
Alas I great Love, how idle was the hoast ! 
Thy chains are broken, and thy lessons lost ; 
Thy wilful rage has far'd my suffering heart, 
And passion, reason, forc'd thee to depart. 
But wherefore dost thou linger on thy way ? 
Why vainly search for some pretence to stay. 
When crowds of vassals court thy pleasing yoke, 
And countless victims bow them to the stroke ? 
Lo ! round thy shrine a thousand youths advance, 
Warm with the gentle ardours of romance ; 
Each longs to assert thy cause with feats of arms, 
And make the world confess Dulcinea's charms. 
Ten thousand girls with flowery chaplets crown'd, 
To groves and streams thy tender triumph sound : 
Each bids the stream in murmurs speak her flame, 
Each calls the grove to sigh her shepherd's name. 



iiMP^h, Google 



But, if thy pride such easy honour scorn, 
If nobler trophies must thy toil adorn, 
Behold yon flowery antiquated maid 
Bright in the bloom of threescore years display'd ; 
Her Shalt thou bmd in thy delightful chains, 
And thrill with gentle pangs her wither'd veins. 
Her frosty cheek with crimson blushes dye, 
With dreams of rapture melt her maudlm eye. 
Turn then thy labours to the servile crowd, 
Entice the wary, and control tho proud ; 
Make the sad miser his best gains forego, 
The solemn statesman sigh to be a beau, 
The bold coquette with fondest passion burn. 
The Bacchanalian o'er his bottle mourn ; 
And tiiat cHef glory of tliy power maintain, 
"To poise ambition in a female brain." 
Be these thy" triumphs ; but no more presume 
That my rebeUious heart will yield thee room : 
I know thy puny force, thy simple wiles ; 
I break Iriumphant through thy flimsy toils ; 
I see thy dying lamp's last languid glow, 
Thy arrows blunted and unbrac'd thy how. 
I feel diviner fires my breast inflame. 
To active science, and ingenuous fame ; 
Resume the paths my earliest choice began. 
And lose, witb pride, tlie lover in the man. 
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